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CHAPTER I. 

THE MAN IN THE STREET. 

It was dawn — dawn here in London^ almost as 
cool and clear as in the pleasant coimtry, where the 
bird was waking in the garden and the tall poplar 
stirred and quivered in the moming breeze. It 
was dawn on the bold outline of the inland hills, 
dawn on the dreary level of the deep, dark sea. 
Night after night daylight retums to nature, as 
sorrow affcer sorrow hope comes back to man. Even 
in the hospital — say St. George's Hospital, for that 
was nearest to where I stood — ^the bright-eyed 
moming stole in to greet a score of siifferers, who 
had longed for her Coming through weary hours of 
pain, to welcome her arrival as niirse> physician, 
VOL. 1. B 



2 THE WHITE BÖSE. 

friend ; and although on one dead, np-tumed face 
the grey light slied a greyer, ghastKer gleam — 
what thenP — ^a spirit had but broken loose from 
last night's darkness, and departed in the tremble 
of twilight fol* tbe land beyond tbe grave, the place 
of everlasting day. It was dawn, too, in the long 
perspective of the silent streets — silent none the 
less for the booted tramp of an occasional policeman, 
for the nimble of a belated cab, for shifting figures 
flitting like ghosts round distant comers — squaüd, 
restless, degraded, and covered far too scantily 
with aught but shame. And it was dawn in the 
principal rooms of one of the best houses in 
London, filled with the great ones of the earth, or 
ES they term themselves, somewhat presumptuously, 
with "none but the best people" — a dawn less 
welcome here than in deep copse or breezy up- 
land, than on the wide, lone sea, in the hushed 
ward of the hospital, or among the narrow streets — 
greeted, indeed, as a deliverer only by a few out- 
wearied chaperones, and perhaps by the light- 
fingered musicians who had still an endless cotiUon 
to work through before they coidd cover up their 
instruments and go to bed. 

I had been down to supper — ^that is to say, I had 
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stretched my arm over a white Shoulder for half-a- 
tumbler of Champagne and Seltzer- water (the latter 
good of its kind), and had absorbed most of it in 
my glove, whilst I ministered at the same time to 
the wants of a stately dame whom I remember — 
ah! so long ago — ^the slimmest and the lightest 
mover that ever tnmed a partner's head in a waltz 
(we did not call them round dances then), and whom 
I now contemplate, when we meet^ with mingled 
feelings öf respect^ astonishment^ and gratitude for 
deliverance from possible calamity. 8he was not 
satisfied with Champagne and seltzer-water^ far 
from it — ^though she drank that mixture with grati- 
fication too ; but wisely restored vitality after the 
fatigues of the eyening by a substantial supper, and 
I am not sure but that she had eamed her provender 
fairly enough. 

" You must take me back now, please," she said, 
" or the girls won't know where to find me ! *' 

I wonder whether she thought of the time when 
her mamma didn't know where to find ws, and the 
scolding she got in the carriage going home. I 
was sure she must haye had it by the black looks 
and stiff bow I myself encountered in the Park next 
day. 
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Dear ! dear ! was there ever anv state of aocietv 
in whicli y outlifiil affections^ fancies, attachments, call 
them what you will, were of a material to withstand 
the wear of a little time, a little abs^ice, a good 
deal of amnsement bordering on dissipation ? Wonld 
socli an Arcadia be pleasant or wearisome, or is it 
simjdy impossible ? Alas ! I know not ; bat as tax 
Mmyown Observation goes, yoa may talk of your 
first love as poetically as you please — ^it's yonr last 
loye that comes in and makes a clean sweep of eyery- 
thing on the board. 

I need scarcely observe, this is not the remark 
I made as we labonred heavily up Lady Billesdon's 
staircase, and parted at a doorway crowded to 
suffocation half-an-honr ago, but afifording fair 
ingress and egress now, for the Company were 
departing ; hoarse Yoices annonnced that carriages 
" stopped the way," or their owners were " Coming 
out ;" while the linkman, with a benevolence beyond 
all praise, hoped /^her Grace had not forgotten 
him/' and that "the yoimg ladies enjoyed their 
ball ! '' 

It was time for the yoimg ladies to go, nnless 
perhaps they were very yoimg indeed, quite in their 
^st season. Through the open Squares of the ball- 
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room Windows a grey gap in the sky, already 
tinged with blue, was every moment widening into 
day. Lamps, and bright eyes too, began to wear a 
faded lustre, wMle the pale moming ligbt, creeping 
along the passages and staircase, seemed to invade 
the Company, dancers and all, like some merciless 
epidemic from which there was no escape. Perhaps 
this might account for much of the hooding, 
wrapping^up, and general huny of departure. 

To a majority of the performers, besides those who 
have been fiilfilling a duty and are glad it is over, I 
am not snre but that this same going away oon- 
stitutes the pleasantest part of a ball. In a gather- 
ing of which amusement is the ostensible object, it 
is Strange Low many of the stronger and more 
painful feelings of our nature can be aroused by 
causes apparently trivial in themselves, but often 
leading to unlooked-for results. How many a 
formal greeting masks a heart that thriUs, and a 
pulse that leaps, to the tone of somebody's voice, or 
the rustle of somebody's dress. How many a care- 
less inquiry, being interpreted, signifies a volume of 
protestation or a torrent of reproach. "With what 
electric speed can eager eyes, from distant comers, 
flash the expected telegram along the wires of 
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mutual inteUigence, through a hundl^d unconscious 
bystanders, and make two people happy who have 
not exchanged one syllable in speech. There is no 
end to ^' the hopes and fears that sliake a single 
ball ;" but it is when the ball is nearly over, and 
the cloaking for departure begins, tbat the hopes 
aasmne a tangible form and the fears are satisfac- 
torily dispelled. It is so easy to explain in low, 
pleading whispers why such a dance was refused, or 
such a cavalier preferred under the frown of autho- 
rity, or in fear of the convenances ; so pleasant to lean 
on a streng arm, in a nook not only sheltered from 
doorway draughts but a little apart from the stream 
of Company, while a kind hand adjusts the folds of 
the bumous with tender care, to be rewarded by a 
hasty touch, a gentle pressure, perhaps a flower, 
none the less prized that it has outlived its bloom. 
How prccious are such moments, and how fleeting ! 
Happy indeed if protracted ever so little by the 
fortunate coincidence of a footman from the country, 
a coachman fast asleep on his box, and a carriage 
that neyer comes tili long afber it has been called ! 

I stood at the top of Lady Billesdon's staircase 
and watched the usual ^^ business " with an attention 
partiy flagging from weariness, partiy diverted in 
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the contemplation of my hostess herself, whose pluck 
and endurance, while they would have done honoiir to 
the youngest Guardsman present, were no less extra- 
ordinary than admirable in an infirm old lady of tliree- 
score. Without counting a dinner-party (to meet. 
Royalty) she had been ^* under armjs," so to speak^ 
for more than five hours, erect at the doorway of 
her own baU-room, greeting her guests, one by one, 
as they arrived, with imflagging cordialiiy, never 
missing the bow, the hand-shake, nor the '^ right 
thing " Said to each. On her had devolved the 
ordering, the arrangements, the whole responsibility 
♦ of the entertainment, the invitations accorded — 
above all, the invitations denied! An,d now she. 
stood before me, that great and good woman, with- 
out a qniver of fatigue in her eyelids, an additional 

line of care on her quiet matronly brow. 

« 

It was wonderful I It must have been something 
more than enthusiasm that kept her up, something 
of that stern sense of duty which £xed the Boman 
soldier at his post when the boiling deluge swept a 
whole popidation before it, and engulphed pleasant, 
wicked Pompeii in a sea of fire. But it was her 
own kind heart that prompted the hope I had been 
amused, and the pleasant " Good-night " with which 
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she replied to my farewell bow and sincere congra- 
tulations (for she was an old Mend) onthe successof 
her balL 

Lady Billesdon, and those like lier who give large 
entertainments^ at endless trouble and expense, for 
the amusement of their friends, deserve more grati- 
tude from tlie charming young people of both sexes 
who confltitute the rising generation of society in 
London than these are inclined to admit. It is 
not to be supposed that an elderly hidy of orderly 
habitS; even with daughters to marry, can derive 
much enjoyment from a ftinction which tums her 
nice honse out at Windows, and keeps her weary seif • 
a-foot and waking tili six o'clock in the moming ; 
but if people whose day for dancing has gone by 
did not thus sacrifice their comfort and convenience 
to the pleasures of their Juniors, I will only ask the 
latter to picture to themselves what a dreary waste 
would be the London season, what a desolate round 
of recurring penance would seem parks, Shoppings, 
operas, and those etemal dinners, unrelieved by a 
»ingle baU ! 

Some such reflections as these so engrossed my 
attention as I went down stairs,^ mechanically finger- 
ing the latch-key in my waistcoat pocket, that I am 
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ashamed to say I inadvertently trod on the dress of 
a lady in front of me, and was only made aware 
of my awkwardness when she tnmed her liead^ and 
with a half-shy, half-formal bow accosted me by 
name. 

" It is a long tune since we have met/' she said, 
detaching herseif for a moment irom the arm of a 
good-looking man who was taking her to her car- 
riage, while she put her hand out, and added, " but 
I hope you have not quite forgotten me." 

Forgotten her ? a likely thing, indeed, that any 
man between sixteen and sixty, who had ever 
known Leonora Welby, should forget her while he 
retained his senses ! I had not presence of mind to 
exclaim, as a good-forinothing friend of mine 
always does on such occasions, " I wish I coidd !" 
but, reflecting that I had been three hours in the 
same house without recognising her, I bowed over 
the bracelet on her white arm, stupefied, and when 
I recovered my senses, she had reached the cloak- 
room, and disappeared. 

"'Gad, how well she looks to-night!" said a 
hoarse voice behind me ; " none of the young ones 
can touch her even now. It's not the same form 
you see — not the same form." 
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" She P who P " I exclaimed ; for my wits were 
still wool-gathering. 

" WIlo P why Mrs. Vandeleur ! " was the reply. 
" Tou needn't swagger as if you didn't know hex, 
when she tumed round on purpose to shake hands 
with you, — a tliing I haven't seen her do for half-k- 
dozen men this season. I am a good bit over fifty, 
D3Ly boy; and tili IVe bred a horse that can wia 
the Derby, I don't mean to tum my attention to 
anything eise; but I can teil you, if she did as 
much for me twice in a week, I shouldn^t know 
whether I was standing on my grey head or my 
gouty heels. She's a witch — ^that's what she iß : 
and you aud I are old enough to keep out of han^'s 
way. Good-night V 

Old Cotherstone was right. She was a witch ; but 
how different from, and oh! how infinitely more 
dangerous than, the witches our forefathers used to 
gag, and drown, and bum, without remorse. She, 
was Coming out of the cloak-room again, still 
haimted by that good-looking young gentleman, 
who was probably over head and ears in love with 
her, and I could stare at her without rudeness now, 
from my post of Observation on the landing. Tes, 
it was no wonder I had not recognised her ; though 
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the dark pencilled eyebrows and the deep-fringed 
eyes were Norah "Welby's, it was hardly possible to 
believe that tliis high-bred, queenly, beautiful 
woman, could be the laughing, light-hearted girl I 
remembered in her father's parsonage some ten or 
fifbeen years ago. 

She was no witch then. She was a splendid en- 
chantress now. There was magic in the gleam that 
tinged her dark chestnut hair with gold ; magic in 
the tum of her small head, her delicjate temples, her 
chiselledfeatures, her scomful, self-reliant mouth, and 
the depth of her large, dark, loving eyes. Every move- 
ment of the graceful neck, of the tall, Kthe figure, of 
the shapely limbs, denoted pride, indeed, but it was 
a pride to withstand injury, oppression, misfortune, 
insidt, all the foes that could attack it from without, 
and to yield only at the softening touch of love. 

As she walked listlessly to her carriage, taking, 
it seemed to me, but little heed of her companion, 
I imagined I coidd detect, in a certain weariness 
of step and gesture, the tokens of a life imsatis- 
fied, a destiny incomplete. I wonder what made 
me think of Sir Walter Baleigh flinging down his 
gold embroidered cloak, the only precious thing he 
possessed, at the feet of the maiden queen P The 
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yoimg adventurer doubtless acted on a wise calcula- 
tion and a thorough knowledge of human, or at 
least of feminine, nature ; but there is liere and 
tliere a woman in the world for whom a man flings 
liis very heart down, recklessly and unhesitatingly, 
to crusli and trample if slie will. Sometimes she 
treads it into the mire, but oftener, I think, she 
picks it up, and takes it to her own breast, a 
cherished prize, purer, better, and hoHer for the 
ordeal through which it has passed. 

I had no carriage to take me home, and wanted 
none. No gentle voice when I arrived there, kind 
or querulous, as the case might be, to reproach me 
with the lateness of the hour. Shall I say of this 
luxury also, that I wanted none ? No ; buttoning 
my coat, and reliant on my latch-key, I passed into 
the grey moming and the bleak street, as Mrs. 
Vandeleur's carriage drove off, and the gentleman 
who had attended her walked back with a satisfied 
air into the house for his overcoat, and possibly his 
eigar-case. As he hurried in, he was fastening a 
white rose in his button-hole. A sister flower, 
drooping and fading, perhaps from nearer contact 
with its late owner, lay unnoticed on the pavement. 
I have Seen so many of these vegetables exchanged. 
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particularly towards the close of an entertamment, 
that I took little notice either of the keepsake, pre- 
cious and perishable^ or its discarded companion; but 
I remember now to have heard in clubs and other 
places of resort, how pale beautiful Mrs. Vandeleur 
went by the name of the White Böse ; a title none 
the less appropriate, that she was supposed to be 
plentifiilly girt with thoms^ and that many well- 
known fingers were said to have been pricked to the 
bone in their efforts to detech her from her stem. 

There is a philosophy in most men towards five in 
the moming, supposing them to have been up all 
night, which tends to an idle contemplation of 
human natnre, and indidgent forbearance towards 
its weaknesses. I generally enconrage this frame 
of mind by the thoughtful consiunption of a cigar. 
Tuming round to light one, a few paces from Lady 
Billesdon's door, I was startled to observe a shab- 
bily-dressed figure advance stealthily from the 
comer of the street, where it seemed to have been 
on the watch, and pounce at the withered rose, 
crushed and yellowing on the pavement. As it 
passed swiftly by me, I noticed the figure was that 
of a man in the prime of life, but in bad health 
and apparently narrow circumstances. His hair 
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was matted, his face pale, and his wom-out clothes 
hung loosely from tlie angles of his frame. He took 
no heed of my presence, was probably unconscioas 
of it ; for I perceived his eyes fill witli tears as he 
pressed the crushed flower passionately to his Kps 
and heart, muttering in broken sentences the while. 

I only caught the words, " I have seen you onee 
more, my darling ! I swore I would, and it is worth 
it all ! ** Then his strength gave way, for he stopped 
and leaned his head against the area railings of the 
Street. I coidd see, by the heaving of his Shoulders, 
the man was sobbing like a child. TJncertain how 
to act, ere I could approach nearer he had recovered 
himself and was gone. 

Could this be her doing ? Was Norah Vandeleur 
indeed a witch, and was nobody to be exempt from 
her spells ? Was she to send home the sleek chüd 
of fortune, pleased with the superfluity of a flower 
and a flirtation too much, whüe she could not even 
spare the poor emaciated wretch who had darted on 
the withered rose she dropped with the avidity of a 
famished hawk on its preyp What could he be, 
this man P and what connection could possibly exist 
between him and handsome, high-bred Mrs. Yan- 
deleur P 
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All tliese things I leamed afterwards, partly from 
my own Observation, partly from the confessions of 
those concerned. Adding to my early recoUections 
of Norah Welby tlie circumstances that came to my 
knowledge both before and after she changed her 
name to Vandeleur, I am enabled to teil my tale, 
such as it is ; and I can think of no more appropriate 
title for the story of a fair and suffering woman than 
" The White Rose." 



i 




CHAPTER II. 



THE TOUNQ IDEA. 



On a fine Bunshiny moming, not very many years 
ago, two boys — I beg their pardon, two young 
gentlemen — ■were sitting in the comfortlesa pupil- 
room of a " retired officer and graduate of Cam- 
bridge," undergoing tbe process of bemg "cramined." 
The retired ofiBcer and graduate of Cambridge had 
disappeared for Inncheon, and the two young gentle- 
men immcdiately laid aside their books to engage in 
an animated discussion totally unconnected with 
their previous atudies. It eeemed such a relief to 
unbend the mind after an hour'a continuoua atten- 
tion to any subject whaterer, that they availed 
Üiemaelves of the welcome relaxation vithont delay. 
I am bound to admit their Gonversation was in- 
atructive in the leaat poasible degree. 
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'^I say, Gerard," began the eider of the two, 
" wliat's become of Dandy P He wa» off directly 
after breakfast, and to-day's hifi day for * General 
Information.' I wonder 'Nobs' stood it, but he 
lets Dandy do as he likes." 

" Nobs," be it observed, was the term of respeet 
by which Mr. Archer was known among his pupils. 

"Nobs is an old muff, and Dandy's a swefl," 
answered Gerard, who had tilted his chair on its 
hind-legs against the wall for the greater con- 
venience of shooting paper-spills at the clock. " I 
shall be off, too, as soon as I have finished these 
equations; and I'm afraid, Dolly, you'll have to 
spend another aftemoon by yourself." 

He spoke nervously, and stooped so low to pick 
one of the spills, that it seemed to bring all the 
blood in his body to his face ; but his blnshes were 
lost on Dolly, who looked out of window, and an- 
swered tranquilly- — 

*' Like all great men, Gerard, I am never so little 
alone as when alone — ' My mind to me a thingamy 
is ! * You two fellows have no resources within 
yourselves. Now I shall slope easily down to the 
mill, liffc the trimmers, smoke a weed with old 
' Grits,' and wile away the pleasant afternoon with a 

VOL. I. c 
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pot of mild porter ; — ^peradventure, if Grits is 
thirsty— -of wliicli I make small doubt — ^we ahall 
accomplish two. And where may you be going, 
Master Jerry, this piping aftemoonP Not across 
the marshes again, my boy. You've been there 
twice akeady this week." 

Onee more Gerard blushed like a girl, and this 
tiivie without escaping the Observation of his com- 
panion ; nor was his confiision lessened by the good- 
humoured malice with which the latter began to 
sing m a füll mellow voiee — 

*♦ She hath an eye so soft and brown — 

* Ware, hare ! 

She giyes a aide glance, and looks down — 

*Ware, haret 

Master Jerry, she's fooling thee ! " 

Dolly, whose real name nobody ever called him 
by, enjoyed a great talent for misquotation, and a 
tendency to regard life in general from its ludicrons 
point of view. Otherwise, he was chiefly remark- 
able for a fat, jovial face ; a person to correspond ; 
streng absorbing and digestive facnlties ; a good 
humonr that nothing conld rüffle ; and an extraordi- 
nary facility in dismissing useful Information from his 
mind. He was heir to a sufficient fortune, and, if he 
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could pass his examination, his friends intended Iie 
should become a Hussar. 

Mr. Archer was at tliis period employed in the 
preparation of three young gentlemen forthe Service 
of her Majesty. Military examinations were then 
in an early stage of development, but created, never- 
theless, streng misgivings in the minds of parents 
and guardians, not to mention the extreme disgust 
with which they were viewed by future heroes indis- 
posed to book'-leaming. It was a great object to 
find an instructor who could put the required amount 
of information into a pupil's head in the shortest 
possible Space of time, without refference to its stay 
there afber an examination had been passed, and Mr. 
Ai^eher was notorious for his success in this brauch 
of tuition. Clever or stupid, idle or industrious, 
with him it was simply a question of weeks. 

"I will put your young gentleman through the 
mill," he would observe to an anxious father or an 
over-sanguine mamma ; " but whether it takes him 
three months or six, or a whole year, depends very 
much upon himself. Natural abilities ! there's no 
such thing ! If he will leam, he shall; if he wonH, 
he must ! '* 

So Mr. Archer's three small bed-rooms, with 
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their white fomiture and scanty carpets, never 
wanted occupants ; the bare, comfortless pupil-room, 
with its dirty walls and dingy ceiUng, never re- 
mained empty ; and Mr. Archer liimself, who was 
really a clever man, found his banker's account 
increaslng in proportion to his own disgust for 
history, classics, geometry, engineering — all that 
had once afforded him a true scholar's delight. It 
speaks Vell for leaming, and the spells she casts 
over her lovers, that they can never quite free them- 
selves from her fascinations. Even the over*worked 
usher of a grammar-school needs but a few weeks' 
rest to retum to his allegiance, and to glory once 
more in the stem mistress he adores. Mr. Archer, 
after a few months' vacation, coiild perhaps take 
pride and pleasure in the cidtivation of his intellect ; 
but at the end of his half year, jaded, disgusted, 
and over-worked, he coiild have foiind it in his heart 
to envy the very day-labourer mowing his lawn. 

That this military Mentor had enough on his 
hands may be gathered from the following sum- 
mary of his pupils : — 

First. Granvüle Burton, a young gentleman of 
prepossessing appearance, and a florid taste in dress. 
Antecedents: Eton; two ponies, a servant of his 
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own at sixteen, and a mother who had spoilt him 
from the day he was bom. Handsome, fatherlesSi 
and heir to a good property, ever sinee he could 
remember he had been nicknamed '' Dandy/' and 
was intended for the Life-Guards. 

Secondly. Charles Egremont, commonly called 
Dolly, already described. 

Lastly. Gerard Ainslie/one ofthose young gentle- 
men of whom it is so difficult to prediet the future 
— a lad in years, a man in energy, but almost a 
woman in feelings. Giffced, indeed, with a woman's 
quick pereeptions and instinctive sense of right, bat 
cnrsed with her keen affections, her vivid fancy, and 
painful tendencies to self-tortnre and self-immola- 
tion. Such a character is pretty sure to be populär 
both with men and boys, also, perhaps, with the 
other sex. Young Ainslie, having his own way to 
make in the world, often boasted that he always '' lit 
on his legs." 

An orphan, and dependent on a great-uncle whom 
he seldom saw, the anny waa indeed to be his profeB- 
sion ; and to him, far more than either of the 
others, it was important that he should go up for 
his ' examinations with certainty of sucoess. It is 
needless to observe that he was the idlest of the 
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three. By fits and starts he would take it into 
his head to work hard for a week at a time — 
"Going in for a grind/' as he called it — ^with a 
vigonr and determination that astonished Mr. Archer 
himself. 

" Ainslie/' observed that gentleman after one of 
these efforts, in which his pupil had done twice the 
iisnal tasks in half the usual time, " there are two 
sorts of fools— the fool positive, who can't help him- 
self, and the fool Superlative, who won't ! You 
make me think you belong to the latter class. If 
you would only exert yourself, you might pass in a 
month from this time/' 

" I can work, sir, well enough,'' replied the pupil, 
" when I have an object." 

" An objeet ! " retorted the tutor, lifting his eye- 
brows in that stage of astonishm^it which is but one 
degree removed from disgust ; " gracious heavens, 
sir, if your whole success in life, youl* character, 
your Position, the veiy bread you eat> is not an 
objeet, I shoidd like to know what is ! '* 

Gerard knew, but he wasn't going to teil Mr. 
Archer ; and I think that in this instance the latter 
showed less than his usual tact and discrimination 
in the characters of the yoimg. 






\ 
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It was in pursuit of this object no doubt that 
Gerard finished his equations so rapidly and put his 
books on the shelf with a nervous eagemess that 
denoted more than common excitement, to which 
DoUy's imperturbable demeanonr afforded a whole- 
some contrast^ 

" Off again, Jerry," observed the latter, still in- 
tent on a matbematical figure requiring tke construc- 
tion of a Square and a circle, on which he lavished 
much imnecessary accuracy and neatness, to the 
utter disregard of the demonstration it involved; 
" I envy you> my boy — and yet I would not change 
places with you after all. You'U have a pleasant 
joumey, like the cove in the poem — 

All in the blue unclouded weather, 
Thick-jewelled shone the saddle-leather, 
The belmet and the bebnet feather 
Bumt like one buming flame together> 

As he rode down to Camelot, 

* Tirra-Hrra ! It*s deuced bot,' 

Sang Sir Launoelot. 

— ^That's what I call real poetry, Jerry. I say, I met 
Tennyson once at my old govemor's. He didn't jaw 
much. I thought bim rather a good chap. You've 
got three miles of it across those Uazing marines« 
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I'll take odds you don t do it in tliirty-fiTe minutes 
— ^Walking, of course, heel and toe." 

^ Bother ! ** replied Jerry, and, snatching his hat 
firom its peg, laid his hand on the open windoir-sill, 
vaulted through, and was gone. 

Dolly retumed to his problem, shaking his head 
with considerable gravity. 

" Now, that yoiing chap will come to grief," he 
soliloqnised. *^ He wants looking after, and who's 
to look after himP If it was Dandy Burton I 
shouldn't so much mind. The Dandy can take 
precious good care of himself. What he likes is 
to * get up ' awfnl, and be admired. Woiddn't he 

just — 

Stand at his diamond-door, 
With hiß rambow-£dll imforled, 
And swear if he was nnouxled ? 

Now Jerry^s diflferent. Jerry's a good sort, and I 
don't want to see the young beggar go a mucker 
for want of a little attention. Grits is a sensible 
chap enough — I never knew a milier that wasn't. 
I'll just drop easily down the lane and talk it over 
with Grits." 

In pursnance of which discreet resolution, Dolly 
— ^who, although actually the junior, believed him- 
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seif in wisdom and general experience many years 
older than his £riend---*6auntered out into the sun- 
sliine with such deliberation that ere he had gone 
a liundred yards, the other, speeding along as if he 
trod on air, was already more than half through his 
joumey. 

And he wo» treading on air. The long, leyel 
marshes through which he passed, with their straight 
banks, their glistening ditches, their wet, luxuriant 
herbage and hideous pollard willows, would have 
aeemed to you or me but a flat uninteresting land- 
scape, tobe tolerated only for the stock it coidd carry 
and the remuneratiTO interest it paid on the capital 
sunfc in drainage per aere ; but to Gerard AinsUe it 
was simply fairy-land — the fairy-land through which 
most of US pasS; if only for a few paces, at some 
period of our Kves. Few enter it more than once, 
for we remember when we emerged how oold it 
was putside; we shudder when we think of the 
bleak wind that buffeted our bodies and chilled our 
quivering hearts ; we have not forgotten how long 
it took to harden us for our bleak native atmosphere, 
and we dare not risk so sad a change again ! 

The marshes, whether fairy-land or pasture, soon 
disappeared beneath Gerard's light and active foot- 
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fall. What 18 a mere league of distance to a well- 
made lad of nineteen — a ninner, aleaper, a cricketer 
— ^tolerably in condition, and, above all, very much. 
in loye ? He was soon in a wooded district, amongst 
deep lanes, winding footpatlis, thick hedges, frequent 
Stiles, and a profusion of wild flowers. He threaded 
bis way as if he knew it well. Presently the colonr 
faded from bis ebeek and bis beart began to beat, 
for be bad reacbed a wicket-gate in a bigk, moulder- 
ing, iyy-grown wall, and beyond it be knew was a 
smootb-sbaven lawn, a spreading cypress> a wealtb 
of roses, and tbe prettiest parsonage witbin four 
coimties. He bad learnt tbe trick of tbe gate, and 
bad opened it often enougb, yet be pansed for a 
moment outside. Altbougb be bad walked bis tbree 
miles pretty fast, be bad been perfectly cool bitberto, 
but now be drew bis bandkerebief across bis face, 
wbile, witb wbite parcbed lips and trembling fingers, 
be tumed tbe bandle of tbe wicket and passed 
tbrougb. 



k 
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The lavTi, the cedar, tlie roeeB, there they were 
exactly as he liad pictured them to himeelf last 
night in bis dreams, that moming when he awoke, 
the whole forenoon in the dreary study, through 
UiOBe etemal equations. Nothing was wanting, not 
even the low^ chair, the slender vork-table, nor the 
preaence that made a pamdise of it all. 

She was sitting in a white dreas beneath the 
drooping Kme-tree that gleamed and quivered in the 
snnbeaLOB, alive with its hmn of insects, heavy in 
its wealth of summer fragrance, and raining its 
shower of blossoms with everybreath that whispered 
through it« leavee. For many a year after, perhaps 
bis whole life long, he never forgot her as she sat 
before him then ; never forgot the gold on her rieh 
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ohestnut hair, the light in lier deep fond eyes, nor 
the tremble of happiness in her voice, while she 
exclaimed, " Gerard ! And again to-day ! How did 
you manage to come over ? It is so late I had almost 
given you up ! '* 

She had half-risen, as if her impulse was to rush 
towards him, but sat down again, and resiuned her 
work with tolerable composure, though parted lips 
and flushing cheek betrayed only too clearly how 
welcome was this intrusion on her solitude. 

He was little more than nineteen, and he loved 
her very dearly. He oould find nothing better to 
say than this : " I only wanted to bring you some 
music. The others are engaged, and I had really 
nothing eise to do. How is Mr. Welby ?^' 

" Papa was quite well/' she answered, demurely 
enough, '^ and very busy, as usual at this hour, in 
his own den. Should she let him know," — and 
there was a gleam of mirth in her eye, a suspicion 
of malice in her tone, — " should she run and teil 
him Mr. Ainslie was here P '* 

"By no means," answered Gerard, needlessly 
alarmed at such a Suggestion ; '' I would not dis- 
turb him on any consideration. And, Norah ! — ^you 
said I might call you Norah at the Archery 
Meeting." 
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" Did I ? '' replied the young lady, looking ex- 
ceedingly pretty and provoking ; " I can't have 
meant it if I did." 

" Oh, Norah ! " he interposed, reproachftdiy, " you 
don't mean to say youVe forgotten ! " 

"I haven't forgotten that you were extremely 
oross, and ate no luncheon, and behaved very badly/' 
she answered, laughing. " Never mind, Gerard, we 
made friends Coming home, didn't we? And if I 
seid you might, I suppose you must. Now you 
look all right again, so don't be a rüde boy, but 
teil me honestly if you walked all this way in 
the sun only because you had nothing better to 
doP" 

His eyes glistened. "You know why I come 
here,'* he said. " You know why I woidd walk a 
thousand miles barefoot to see you for five minutes. 
Now I shall be contented all to-day and to-morrow, 
and then next moming I shall begin to get rest- 
less and anxious, and if I can, I shall come here 
again." 

" You dear fidget ! " she answered, with a bright 
smile. " I know I can believe you, and it makes me 
very hi^py. Now hold these silks while I wind 
them ; and after that, if you do it well, I'U give you 
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Bome tea ; and then you shall see pepe, who is really 
very fond of you, before you go back." 

So the two sat down — ^in fairy-land — ^under the 
lime-tree, to wind süks — ^a process requiring litüe 
physical exertion, and no great effort of mind. It 
seemed to engross their whole energies neveriheless, 
and to involve a good deal of conversation, carried 
on in a very low tone. I can guess almost all they 
Said, but sbould not repeat such arrant nonsense, 
even had I overheard every syllable. It was only 
that old story, I suppose, the oldest ef all, but to 
which people never get tired of listening; and 
the sameness of which in every language, and 
under all circumstances, is as remarkable as its 
utter want of argument, ccmtinuity, er common 
sense. 

Gerard Ainslie and Miss Welby had now known 
each other for about six months, a sufficiently long 
period to allow of very destructive campaigns both 
in love and war. They had fallen in love, as people 
call it, very soon after their first introduction, that 
is to say, they had thought about each other a good 
deal, met often enough to keep up a vivid recollection 
of mutual sayings and doings, yet with sufficient 
iincertainty to create coi^stant excitement, none the 
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less keen for frequent disappointments ; and, in 
short, had gone through the usnal probation by 
which that accident of an accident, an unwise 
attachment between two individuals, becomes 
strengthened in exact proportion to its bopelessness, 
its inconvenience, and the undoubted absurdity that 
it should exist at all. 

People Said Mr. Welby encouraged it ; whereas 
poor Mr. Welby, who* would have esteemed the 
prinee in a fairy tale not half good enough for his 
daughter, was simply pleased to think that she 
shoiild have companions of her own age, male or 
female, who could bring a brighter lustre to her eye, 
a softer bloom to her cheek. It never oecurred to 
him for a moment that his Norah, his own peculiar 
pride and pet and constant companion since he lost 
her mother at four yeays old, should dream of caring 
for anybody but himself, at least for many a long 
day to come. If he did contemplate such a possi- 
bility, it was with a vague, misty idea that in some 
ten years or so, when he was ready to drop into his 
grave, some great nobleman would lay a heart, and 
a Coronet to match, at his child's feet, and under 
the circumstances such an arrangement would be 
exceedingly suitable for all concemed. But that 
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Norah, his Norah, should allow her affactioiiB to be 
entangled by young Gerard Ainslie^ though a prime 
favourite of Iiis own, why I do not belieye such a 
contingency could have been placed before him in 
any light that could haye caused him to admit the 
remotest chance of its existence. 

Nevertheless, while Mr. Welby was making bad 
English of excellent Greek, under the impression 
that he was rendering the exact meaning of Euri- 
pides for the benefit of unleamed men, his daughter 
and her young adorer were enacting the old comedy , 
tragedy, farce, or pantomime — ^for it partakes of the 
nature of all these entertainments— on their own 
üttle stage, with scenery, dresses. and decorations to 
correspond. Ah ! we talk of eloquence, expression, 
fine writing forsooth ! and the trick of word-painting, 
«3 very a trick a« any other tum of the handi- 
craftsman's trade ; but who ever read in a whole 
page of print one half the poetry Condensed into two. 
lines of a woman's manuscript — ^ungrammatical, if 
you please^ ill expressed, and with long tails to the 
letters, yet breathing in every syllable that senti- 
ment of ideality which has made the whole oma- 
mental literature of the world P After all, the head 
only reproduces what the heart creates ; and so we 
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give the mocking-bird credit when he imitates the 
loving murmurs of the dove. 

If oratory shoxild be judged by its effect, then 
must Iforah Welby and Gerard AinsKe have been: 
Speakers of the highest calibre. To be sure, they 
had already practised in a good many rehearsals, 
and ought to have been pretty well up in their 
parts. 

The simultaneons start with which they increased 
their distance by at least a fathom, on hearing the 
door-bell jingling all over the house, would have 
ensured a round of applause from any audience in 
Europe. 

" 5ow provoking ! " exclaimed the girl ; " and 
people so seldom come here on a Tuesday. Perhaps, 
after all, it's only somebody for papa/' 

Gerard said nothing, but his colour dteepened, and 
a frown of very obvious annoyance lowered on his 
brow. It did not clear the more to observe an open 
carriage, with a pair of good-looking horses, driven 
round to the stables. As paint and vamish glistened 
in the sunshine through the laureis, Miss Welby 
drew a long sigh of relief. 

" It might have been worse,** she said ; " it might 
have been the Warings, all of them^ with their aunt^ 

VOL. I. D 
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or tliat dreadful Lady Baker, or Mrs. Brown ; but 
it*B only Mr. Vandeleur, and he won't stay long. 
Besides, he's always pleasant and good-natured, and 
never says the wrong thing. We won't have tea 
though tili he's gone.*' 

" It seems to me, Norah/* answered her visitor, 
" that you rather like Mr. Vandeleur.'* 

"Like him! I should think I did!" protested 
the young lady; "but you needn't look so fierce 
about it, Master Jerry. I like him because papa 
does; he's always in better spirits after a visit 
firom Mr. Yandeleur. Besides, he's immensely 
clever you know, and well-read, and all that. Papa 
says he might be in the Government if he chose to 
go into Parliament. Not that I care about clever 
people myself ; I think it's much nicer to be like you, 
Jerry, you stupid boy ! I don't think you'll ever pass 
your examination — ^and so much the better, for then 
you won't have to go away, and leave us all, and — 
and forget us." 

" Forget you ! ** replied Gerard, decreasing by 
one-half the distance he had taken up firom his 
companion. What more he might have said was cut 
Bhort by the appearance of a gentleman whose step 
had been unheard on the thick velvet turf , and who 
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now came forward to greet liis liostess, with an 
admirable mixture of the deference due to a young 
lady, and the cordiaKty permitted from an old 
friend. 

"Icame through the garden on purpose to say 
how d'yo do," he observed, with marked politeness, 
" but my visit is really to your father. I hope he is 
not too busy to see me for half-an-hour. In faet, I 
believe he expected me either to-day or to-morrow/* 
Then turning to Gerard, he shook him warmly by 
the hand, and congratulated him on the score he 
had made a few days before in a ericket match. 

Norah was right. Mr. Vandeleur was not a man 
to say the wrong thing, even under the most unfa- 
vourable circumstances. Those who knew him best 
affirmed that he was not to be hurried, nor taken 
aback, nor found at a loss. He would have been 
exceedingly populär, but that never for more 
than a few seconds could he look anybody in the 
face. 

His eyes shifted uneasily from Gerard's even now. 
The latter did not like him, and though he answered 
civilly, was too young to conceal his aversion ; but 
Vandeleur, with all the advantage of position, 
manner, and experience, still more of the man over 
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ihe bo^, and, «bore aH, of the earetcss admirer öT«r 
thfe d«To4ied dave, Mt too safe iKit to be in gooi 
knmour, ajod pvt ib ewen ior Gerard'e aj^iroTal by 
the tact with which he velled his oondciousnesB of 
mtruei<m^ while he azuMKiDoed his intentixm to 
witbdrair. 

** I «ee you hare both more work to do," he ob- 
aerved^ gaSiy pointing to a skein of sük that still 
hting OTer the back of N<h^'0 chair, fbr in tmth 
the Operation had been going on Terj slowlr, *' and 
I have, as ußual, a thousand things to attend to 
between thi« and dinner. Miss Welby, do tou think 
I might Tentiire to invade your father at once in 
his study? If yon are not gone in half-an-hour, 
Ainslie, I can give you a lift mo8t of the way back. 
I should like you to get your hand on those ehest- 
nut« of mine. The white-legged <me is the only 
perfect phaeton-horse I ever had in my life. I will 
come and nmke my bow to Miss Welby before I 
Start/' 

" IsnH he nice ? " exclaimed If orah, as the vieitor 
disappeared linder the low ivy-grown porch of the 
Parsonage. *^ He always seems to do exactly what 
you want without finding you out. And if you're 
tired or stupid, or don't like 'to talk, he'll neither 
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bore you himself nor let otlier people worry yon. 
Isn't he niee, I say ? Master Jerry, why can't you 
answer ? Don't you know that I will insist on your 
lüdng everybody I like ? '* 

" I cannot like Mr. Vandeleur/' answered Gerard 
doggedly, for not even the compUment implied in 
asking his opinion of the phaeton-horses — a compli- 
ment generally so acceptable at nineteen — ^had over- 
come his distaste to this gentleman. " I never did 
like him, and I never shall like him. And I think 
I hate him all the more, Iforah, because — ^be- 
cause " 

^* Because what ? '' asked Miss Norah, pettishly ; 
" because I like him ? " 

" Because I think he likes you," answered Gerard, 
with a very red face ; adding somewhat injudiciously, 
" it's absurd, it's ridiculousl An old man like that ! " 

" He's not so very old,** observed the young lady, 
maliciously ; " and he's tolerably good-looking still/' 

" He's a widower, at any rate," urged Gerard ; 
"and they say he regularly killed his first 
wife." 

" So did Bluebeard," replied wicked Miss Norah ; 
" and look how people made up to him afterwards ! 
Do you know, I don*t see why Mr. Vandeleur 
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sliouldn't settle down into a very good liusband for 
anybody.*' 

Gerard had been red before ; he tumed pale now- 

" Do you really mean that ? " he asked in tones 
rather lower and more distinet than common. 

" For anybody of his own age, of course/'answered 
the provoking girl. "Not for a young lady, you 
know. Why, he must be very nearly as old as papa. 
I wish he'd come to say * Good-bye ' all the same, 
though he mxist take you with him. Poor boy! 
you'U never get back in time, and you'll be so hot 
if you have to run all the way/* 

Even while she spoke, a servant came out of the 
Parsonage with a message. It was to give " Mr. 
Vandeleur's compliments, and one of his horses had 
lost a shoe. He feared to make Mr. Ainslie too late, 
if he waited tili it was put on." 

" And you've never had your tea after all ! " ex- 
claimed Norah, about to recaU the servant and order 
that beverage forthwith. 

But Ainslie did not want any tea, and could not 
stay for it if he had wanted some. Even his light 
foot could hardly be expected to do the three miles 
much under twenty-five minutes, and he must be off 
at once. He hated going, and she hated parting 



NORAH. 39 

with him. Probably they told eacli other so, for the 
servant was already out of hearing, and liis back 
was tumed. 

We may follow the servant's example. We have 
no wisli to be spies on tbe leave-taking of two young 
lovers at nineteen. 
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I HAVE not the elightest doubt the chestnnt horse's 
slioe was off when he arrived, aud that hia owner 
waa perfectly aware of the loaa whüe so politely 
offering Gerard Ainslie a lift back in liis carriage, 
but Mr. Tandeleur waa a gentleman untroubled by 
scruplea either in small tbinga or great. His prin- 
ciple, if he had any, waa never to practise insincerity 
unless it was neceaaary, or at leaat extremely con- 
venient, except where women were concemed ; in 
auch casea he conaidered deceit not only esaential, 
but praisewortby. As a young man, Vandeleur had 
been a proäigate, when open profiigacy waa more 
the faahion than at present ; while good looks, a good 
Constitution, and a good fortune, belped bim to play 
his part auccesafully enougb on the stage of life, in 
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London or Paris, as the pleasant, populiur good-for- 
nothing, who in spite of his eirtravagance was never 
out-at-elbows, in spite of his excesses was never out 
of spirits or out of humour. With a comely «xterior, 
a healthy digestion, and a balance at bis banker's, b 
man requires but few sterKng qualities to make bis 
way in a society that troubles itself very little about 
its neighbours so long as tbey render tbemselvee 
agreeable, in a world that wbile noft entirely averse 
to being sbocked, is cbiefly intolerant of being 
bored. 

Some of those wbo ministered to his pleasures 
might iiideed have told stränge stories about Vande- 
leur, and one violent scene in Paris was only hushed 
up by the tact of an exalted foreign friend, and 
the complicity of a sergent de rille ; but such tri-fling 
matters were below the surface, and in no way 
affected his popularity, particularly amongst the 
ladies, with whom a little mystery goes a long 
way, and into whose good graces the best initiative 
step is to awaken a curiosity, that seldom fails to 
chafe itself into interest if left for a time un- 
gratified. It can only have been some morbid 
desire to leam more of him at all risks, that tempted 
the daughter of a ducal house to trust her life's 
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happiness in so frail a bark as that of Vandeleur* 
" Lady Margaret must bs a bold girl ! " was tbe 
general opinion expressed at White's, Boodle*s, and 
Arthur 's, in the boudoirs of Belgravia, and the 
dining-rooms of Mayfair, when her marriage was 
announced, and it was observed that the bride- 
groom's intimate friends were those who showed most 
disapprobation of the aUiance, and who ehiefly com- 
miserated the bride. Nevertheless, bold or blashing, 
Lady Margaret married him decorously, attended 
the wedding-breakfast afterwards, and eventually 
drove off in a very becoming lilac travelling-dress 
to spend the honeymoon at Oakover, her husband's 
old family place. But she never came back to 
London. For two years husband and wife disap- 
peared entirely from the set in which they had 
hitherto lived, regretted loudly, missed but little, 
as is the way of the world. They travelled a good 
deal, they vegetated at their country place, but at 
home or abroad never seemed to be an hour apart. 

Some people said she was jealous, frlghtftdly 
jealous, and would not let him out of her sight ; 
some that they were a most attached couple ; some 
that Lady Margaretes health had grown very pre- 
carious, and she required constant attention. Her 
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own family shook their heads and agreed, "Mar- 
garet was much altered since her marriage, and 
seemed so wrapped up in her hnsband that she 
had qnite forgotten her own relations. As for 
him — Well, they didn't know what she had done 
to him, but he certainly used to be much pleasanter 
as a bachelor !" 

Lady Margaret had no children, yet she lost her 
looks day by day. At the end of two years the 
blinds were down at Oakover, and its mistress was 
lying dead in the bed-room that had been decorated 
so beautifully to receive her as a bride. The sun 
rose and set more than once before Vandeleur could 
be persuaded to leave her body. A belated house- 
maid, creeping upstairs to bed, frightened out of her 
wits at any rate by the bare idea of a death in 
the house, heard his laughter ringing wild and 
shrill in that desolate Chamber at the end of the 
corridor. Long afterwards, in her next place, the 
poor girl would wake up in the night, terrified by 
the memory of that fearfxd mirth, which haunted 
even her dreams. On the day of Lady Margaretes 
fiineral, however, the moumers were surprised to 
see how bravely her husband bore his loss. In a 
few weeks, the same people declared themselves 



44 THE WHITE ROSE. 

ehocked to hear that Mr. Vandeleur went aboat 
much as usual ; in a few months, were surprised to 
leam he had retired from the woiid and gone into a 
monastery. 

The monastery tumed out to be simply a yacht of 
considerable tonnage. For two years Vandeleur 
absented himself from England, and of that two 
years he either would not, or could not, give any 
account. When he retumed, the ladies would have 
made him a seoond Lara, had he shown the least 
tendency to the mysterious and romantic ; but he 
tumed up one moming in Hyde Park as if nothing 
had happened, paid his penny for a chair, lit hiß 
eigar, tcok his hat off to the smartest ladies with 
his old manner, went to the Opera, and in twenty- 
four hours was as thoroughly re-established in 
London as if he had never married, and never 
left it. 

He was still rather good-looking, but affected a 
style of dress and deportment belonging to a more 
advanced period of life than he had attained. TTiri 
hair and whiskers were grizzled, indeed, and there 
were undoubted wrinkles about his keen restless eyes, 
as on his healthy, weather-browned cheek ; yet none 
of the ladies voted him too old to marry ; they euren 
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protested he was not too old to dance ; and I believe 
that at no period of his life woidd Vandeleur have 
had a better chance of winning a nice wife than in 
the first season after his retum from his mysterious 
disappearance. 

He did not seem the least inclined to take advan- 
tage of his luck. While at Oakover, indeed, he 
busied himself to a certain extent with a conntiy 
gentleman'sduties aödamusements — attended magis- 
trates* meetings at rare intervals, asked a housefid of 
neighbours to shoot, dine, and sleep, two or three 
times during the winter ; was present at one archery 
meeting in October, and expressed an intention he 
did not fulfil, of going to the County Ball ; but in 
London he appeared to relapse insensibly into his 
bachelor ways and bachelor life, so that the Vande- 
leur of forty was, I fear, little more nsefid or re- 
spectable a member of society than the Vandeleur of 
twenty-five. 

A few years of such a life, and the proprietor of 
Oakover seemed to have settled down into a regulär 
groove of refined self-indulgence. The tongue of 
scandal wags so freely when it has onee been sei 
going, that no wonder it soon tires itself out, and a 
man who pays layishly for his pleasures finds it a 
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long time before they rise up in judgment against 
him. Even in a country neighbourliood it is possible 
to establish a prescriptive riglat for doing wrong ; 
and while the domestic arrangements at Oakover 
itself were conducted with the utmost deconim and 
propriety, people soon ceased to trouble themselves 
about its master's doings when out of bis own house. 

For an idle man Vandeleur was no mean scholar. 
The sixth form at Eton, and a good degree at 
Oxford, had not cured him of a taste for classic 
literature, and he certainly did derive a pleasure 
from bis visits to Mr. Welby's Parsonage, which 
had nothing to do with the bright eyes of the 
clergyman's daughter. 

Host and guest had much in common. Welby 
himself, before he entered the Church — of which it 
is but fair to say he was a conscientious minister — 
had been familiär, so to speak, with the ranks of the 
Opposition. Even now he looked back to the bril- 
liancy of that pleasant, wicked world, as the crew of 
Ulysses may have recalled the wild delights of their 
enchanted island. False they were, no doubt — 
lawless, injurious, debasing ; yet tinged, they feit too 
keenly, with an unearthly gleam of joy from heaven 
or hell. They are thankful to have escaped, yet 
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would they not forego the stränge experlence if they 
could. 

Miss Welby was riglit wlien she said her father 
always seemed in better spirits after a visit from Mr. 
Vandeleur ; perhaps that was why she reeeived the 
latter so graciously when, emerging from the study, 
he crossed the lawn to take leave of her some twenty 
minütes after Gerard Ainslie's departure. 

He ought to have been no bad judge, and he 
thought he had never seen a woman look so well. 
Happiness is a rare cosmetie ; and thoiigh, as many 
a man had reason to admit, sorrow in after years 
refined, idealised, and gave a niore elevated character 
to her beauty, I doubt if Norah was ever more cap- 
tivating to Vandeleur than on that bright summer's 
aftemoon under the lime-trees. 

She was thinking of Gerard, as a woman thinks of 
her idol for the time. That periodmay be a lifetime, 
or it may last only for a year or two, or for a few 
months. I have even heard three weeks specified 
as its most convenient duration ; but long or short, 
no doubt the worship is sincere and engrossing 
while it exists. The little flutter, the subdued 
agitation created by the presenee of her lover, had 
yanished, but the feeling of intense happiness, the 
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aense of ec«nplete dependence and repose, steeped her 
in an atmosphere of security and contentment that 
seemed to glorify her whole being, and to enhance 
even the physical superiority of her charms. She 
feit 80 thankful, so joyful, so capable of eveiything 
that was noble or good, so completely in charity 
vith all the world ! No wonder she greeted her 
father's friend with a cordial manner and a bfight 
smile. 

"Your carriage has not come round yet, Mr. 
Vandeleur/' she said, " and they will bring tea in 
five minutes. Papa generally comes out and has a 
cup with US here. You at least are not obliged to 
hurry away," she added rather wistfully, glancing 
at the chair which Gerard had lately occupied. 

His eye followed hers. " I am glad I'm too old 
for a private tutor," he answered with a meaning 
smile. " That's a very nice boy, Miss Welby, that 
young Mr. Ainslie ; and how sorry he seemed to go 
away." 

She blushed. It was embarrassing to talk about 
Gerard, but still it was not unpleasant. 

" We all like him very much/* she said guardedly, 
meaning probably by " all/' herseif, her papa, and 
her bulfinch, which comprised the family. 
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"A nice gentleman-like boy/* continued Mr. 
Vandeleur ; " well-disposed, too, I can see. When 
I was bis age, Miss Welby, I don't tbink I sbould 
bave been so amenable to discipline linder the same 
temptation. I fancy my tutor migbt bave wbistled 
for me, if I waated to be late for dinner. Ab ! we 
were wilder in my time, and most of ns bave tumed 
out badly in consequence ; but I like tbis lad, I assure 
you, very mucb. None tbe less tbat be seems so 
devoted to you. Have you known bim long P" 

Luckily tbe tea bad just arrived, and Norab could 
bend ber blusbing face over tbe cups. 

Had sbe known Gerard long P Well, it seemed 
so ; aad yet tbe time bad passed only too quickly. 
Sbe bad known bim scarcely six montbs. Was tbat 
a long or a sbort acquaintance in wbicb to bave 
become so fond of bim ? 

Witb faltering voiee sbe replied, " Yes — no — ^not 
very long — ever since last winter, wben be came to 
Mr. Arcber's." 

" Wbo is be ? and wbat is be ?" continued Van- 
deleur, sipping bis tea calmly. " Do tbey mean bim 
for a soldier ? Wül my friend Arcber make any- 
tbing of bim ? Don't you pity poor Arcber, Miss 
Welby ? A scbolar, a gentleman, a fellow wbo bas 
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Seen some service, and might liave distinguislied 
himself if he had stuck to the army. And now lie 
is condemned to spend seven liours a day in Kcking 
cubs into shape for inspection by the Horse Guards/' 
" There are no cubs tliere this year/* she answered 
with some spirit. " Mr. Bnrton, and Mr. Egremont, 
and the rest, are very gentleman-like, pleasant 
young men, and just as clever as anybody eise ! " 

" That is not saying much/' he replied, with per- 
fect good humour ; " but when I talk of ' cubs ' I 
declare to you I don't mean your friend and mine, 
Mr. Ainslie. I teil you I have taken a great fancy 
to the boy, and would do him a tum if I could. I 
suppose he would like to get his commission at 
once ? " 

Even at nineteen she was yet woman enough to 
have studied his future welfare ; and his " getting 
his commission " was the point to which she had so 
often looked forward with dismay as the termination 
of their happiness — it might be, something whispered 
to her ominously, even of their friendship. Never- 
theless, she knew it would be for his advantage to 
enter the army at once. She knew he was wasting 
his time here, in nothing perhaps more than in his 
oft-repeated visits to herseif. Her heart sank when 
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slie tHouglit of tlie lawn, and the cedar, and the 
lime-trees, witHout those visits to look back on, and 
look forward to, but slie answered bravely, though 
her face turned very pale — 

" Certainly ! It would be of great importance to 
Mr. Ainslie, I believe ; and I am sure be would be 
gratefui to anybody wbo could help bim to it." 

Sbe would have added, " And so should 1," but a 
Sensation as if she were choking stopped her short. 

" If you are interested about bim, tbat is enough," 
replied Vandeleur. " I will try what can be done, 
and small as is my interest, it ought to be sufficient 
to carry out so very common-place a job as this. In 
the meantime what a bot walk the poor boy will 
have ! I wish he could have waited, I would have 
driven bim to Archer's door. It's a good thing 
to be young, Miss Welby, but no doubt there are 
certain disadvantages connected with a prosperity 
that is still to come. In ten years that young 
gentleman will be a rising man, I venture to predict. 
In twenty a successfiil one, with a position and a 
name in the World. Twenty years! It's a long 
time, isn't it ? I shall be in my grave, and you — 
why even you will have left off being a young 
lady then.*' 
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Slie was thinking the same herseif. Would it 
really be twenty years before poor Gerard could 
reacli the lowest round of that ladder on which she 
longed to see him ? Mr. Vandeleur had great ex- 
perience, he must know best, he was a thorough 
man of the world. What an unfair world it was. 
Poor Gerard! 

She sighed, and raising her eyes to her companion's 
face, who instantly looked away, was oonscious he 
had read her thoughts: this added to her dis- 
composure, and for the moment she feit as if she 
could cry. Vandeleur knew every turn of the game 
he was playing, and saw that for the present he had 
better enact any part than that of confidant. Later, 
perhaps, when Gerard was gone, and the blank re- 
quired filling up, it might be judicious to assume 
that, or any other character, which would give him 
access to her society ; but at the present stage, disin- 
terested friendship was obviously the card to play, 
and he produced it without hesitation. 

" Then that is settled ! '' he said gaily. " I'll do 
what I can, and if I don't succeed you may be sure 
it's not for want of good-will to you and yours. I'm 
an old friend, you know, Miss Welby — ^if not of 
your own, at least of your father's ; and believe me, 
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it would be a great pleasure to serve you in any- 
thing. Anytlung ! — a caprice, a fancy, what you 
will. Black or wkite, riglit or wrong, easy or diffi- 
cult — or impossible, That's plain speaking, isn't it? 
I don't do things by lialves ! 'And now I must 
really be off; those borses of mine have pawed a 
regidar pit in your gravel-walk, and half-a-dozen 
coimtry neighbours are waiting dinner for me at this 
moment, I do believe. Good-bye, Miss Welby ; keep 
your spirits up, and let me come and see you again 
when IVe some good news to teil/' 

Still talking, he hurried away, and drove off at a 
gallop, waving bis whip cbeerfully above tbe laureis 
as he passed within sight of the lawn. Norah 
thought sbe bad never liked bim so mucb as when 
tbe grating of bis wbeels died out in tbe stillness of 
tbe Summer evening, and sbe was left alone witb her 
own tbougbts. 



CHAPTER V. 



THE MAID OF THE MILL. 



Mr. Vandeleur always drove fast. He liked to know 
that the poor coiintrymaii breaking stones on the road, 
or laying the fence by its aide, looked after him as he 
flashed by, with stolid admiration on bis dull face, 
and muttered, " Ah ! there goos Sqnire Vandeleur, 
sureKe!'' On the present occasion bis pace was even 
better than common, and the chestnuts laid them- 
selves down to their work in a form that showed 
the two hundred guineas a-piece he had paid for 
them was not a Shilling too much. He pulled them 
back on their haunches, however, at a turn in 
the road, with a sudden energy that jerked bis 
groom's chin against the rail of the driving-seat, and 
stopped bis carriage within three feet of a showily- 
dressed • young woman, who was gathering wild- 
flowers off the hedge with a transparent affectation of 
unconsciousness that she was observed. 
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"Why, Fanny/' said he, leaning out of the 
carriage to look iinder her bonnet, " Fanny Draper, 
I thought you were in London, or Paris, at least ; — 
or gone to the devil before your time," he added, in 
an undertone, between his teeth. 

The lady thus accosted put her band to her side 
with a faint catching of the breath, as of one in weak 
health, whose nerves are unequal to a shock. She 
glanced up at him from underher eye-lashes rogüishly 
enough, however, while she replied — 

" My ! If it isn't Squire Vandeleur ! I'm sure 
I never thought as you'd be the first person to meet 
me at my home-coming, and that's the truth/' Here 
she dropped a saucy little curtsey. " I hope you've 
kept your health, sir, since I see you last ! '' 

" Much you care for that, you little devil ! " replied 
Vandeleur, with a familiär laugh. " My health is 
pretty good for an old one, and you look as handsome 
and as wicked as you ever did. So we needn't pay 
each other any more unmeaning compliments. Here ! 
I've got something to say to you. Jump up, and 1*11 
give you a lift home to the null." 

The girl's eyes sparkied, but she looked meaningly 
towards the groom at the horses' heads, and back in 
his master's face. 
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" Oh, never mind him ! '* exclaimed the latter, 
understanding the glance. " If my servanta don't 
attend to their own biisiness, at least they never 
trouble themselves about mine. Jump up, I teil you, 
and don't keep tbat off-borse fretting all night." 

She still demurred, though with an obvious inten- 
tion of yielding at last. 

" Suppose we shonld meet *any of the neighbours, 
Mr. Vandeleur, or some of the gentlefolks Coming 
home from the archery. Why, whatever would they 
think of you and me ?'* 

<^ Please yourself," he answered, carelessly. " Only 
it's a long two miles to the mill, and I suppose you 
don't want to wear those pretty little boots out faster 
than you can help, Come ! that's a good girl. I 
thought you would. Sit tight now. Never mind 
your dress. I'll tuck it in under the apron. Let 'em 
alone, Tom ! And off she goes again ! '' 

While he spoke, he stretched out bis band and 
helped her into the front seat by bis side, taking 
especial care of the gaudy muslin skirt she wore. 
One Word of encouragement was enough to make bis 
horses dash freely at their collars, the groom jumped 
into bis place like a harlequin, and the phaeton was 
again bowling through the still sxmimer evening at 
the rate of twelve miles an hour. 
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Whea a tolerably populär person lias earned a 
reputation for eccentricity, there is no end to the 
stränge thiiigs he may do without provoking the 
censure, or even the comments, of his neighbours. 
Even had it not been the hour at which most of them 
were dressing for dinner, there was little likelihood 
that Yandeleur would meet any of his friends in the 
lonely road that skirted his property, ere it brought 
him to the confines of his park ; but it is probable 
that even the most censorions, observing him driving 
a smartly'-dressed person of the other sex in a lower 
grade of society than his own, would have made no 
more disparaging remark than that '' Yandeleur was 
such a queer fellow, you never knew exactly what 
he was at!'' He drove on, therefore, in perfeet 
confidence, conversing very earnestly with his com- 
panion, thoiigh in such low tones that Tom's sharp 
ears in the back seat could scarcely m£ike out a 
syllable he said. She listened attentively enough; 
more so, perhaps, than he had any right to expect, 
considering that her thoughts were distracted by the 
enviable Situation in which she foimd herseif, — 
driving in a real phaeton, by the side of a real 
gentleman, with a real servant in Hvery behind. 

Fanny Draper had occupied from her youth a 
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poBition little calculated to improTe either her good 
conduct or her good sense. She had been a TiUage 
beauly ahnost as long as she coold r^nember — ever 
since the time when she first began to do up her 
back-hair with a comb. The boys who snng in the 
choir made Ioto to her when she went to the Sunday- 
school ; the young farmers paid her deyoted attention 
and qoarrelled about her among themselTes, the first 
day she ever attended a merry-making. She might 
haye married a master-bricklayer at eighteen ; and 
; by the time she went out to Service, was as finished 

J a coquette in her own way as if she had been a 

J French Marquise at the Court of Louis Quatorze. 

I Of course, to use the master-bricklayer's expres- 

; sion, such a "choice piece of goods*' as the miller's 

daughter was above doing rough work, and the only 
Situation she coidd think of taking was that of a 
lady's-maid ; equally of course, she did not keep her 
first place three months, but retumed to her father's 
mill before the expiration of that period, with rings 
on her fingers, a large stock of new clothes, and a 
considerable accession of self-esteem. Also, it is 
needless to add, like all lady's-maids, under a solemn 
engagement to be married to a butler ! 

Poor old Draper didn't know exactly what to 
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make of her. He had two sons doing well in liis 
own business at the other end of England. He was 
a widower, Fanny was bis only daughter, and the 
happiest day in the year to him was the one when 
she came home. Nevertheless, what with her watch, 
her rings, her white hands, her flowing dresses, and 
the number of followers she managed to collect about 
her even at the mill, the old man feit that she was 
too much for him, and that while she lived in it, the 
house never looked like bis own. He admired her 
very much. He loved her very dearly. He seldom 
contradicted her ; but he always smoked an extra 
pipe the night she went away, and yet he dreaded 
the time when she should make a sensible marriage 
(perhaps with the butler), and be "off bis hands,'* 
as he expressed it, " for good and all." 

E/iplejf Mill was but a little way from Oakover, 
It is not to be supposed that so comely a young 
woman as the miller's daughter escaped Mr. Van- 
deleur's Observation. She took good care to throw 
herseif in bis way ön every possible occasion, and 
the Squire, as her father called him, treated her 
with that sort of good-humoured, condescending, 
offensive familiarity, which, men seem to forget, is 
the worst possible compliment to any woman high 
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or low. That Miss Draper's vanity ever led her to 
believe that 8he coold captivate the Sqaire is more 
than I will take upon me to assert^ but no doubt it 
WOH fiattered by the trifling attentions he sometimes 
{^id her ; and she had been heard to obsenre more 
than once amongst her intimates, that " the Squire 
was quite the gentleman, and let alone his appear- 
ancc, which was neither here nor there, his manners 
would always make him a prime favourite with the 
ladies," invariably adding that, " for her part, the 
'; Squire knew his place, and she knew hers." 

/ The pace at which Vandeleur drove soon brought 

[ theni to a certain stile, over which Miss Fanny had 

I leant many a time in prolonged interviews with 

I different rustic lovers, and which was removed but 

by one narrow orchard from her father's mill. 
Short a3 was the time, however, the drive^ seemed 
to have made the most of it, for his companion's 
face looked flushed and agitated when she got down. 
A perceptible shade of disappointment, and even 
vexation, clouded her brow, while the voice in 
which she bade him " Good evening," betrayed a 
certain amount of pique and ill-humour bravely 
* kopt under. Vandeleur's tone, on the contrary, 

was eonfident and cheerful as usual. 
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. " It's a bargain then," said he, releasing her 
hand, as she sprang on the foot-path from the top 
of the front wheel. " I can depend upon you, can't 
I ? to do your best or worst ; and your worst with 
that pretty face of yours woidd tackle a much more 
difficidt Job than this. Honour, Miss Fanny ! If 
you'U keep your word, you know I'll keep mine." 

«Honour, Squire," replied she, with a forced 
smile that marred the comeliness of all the lower 
part of her face. " But you're in a desperate hurry ! 
A week isn't much time, now, is it P to finish a 
young gentleman right off." 

"Those bright eyes of yours finished an old 
gentleman right off in a day," answered Vandeleur, 
laughing. "Good night, my dear, and stick to 
your bargain.'' 

Before she was over the stile, his phaeton 
had turned a corner in the lane, and was out of 
sight. 

Miss Draper took her bonnet off, and dangled it 
by the strings while the cool evening air breathed 
on her forehead and lifted her jetty locks. She 
was a pretty girl, no doubt, of a style by no means 
uncommon in her class. Dark eyes, high colour, 
irregulär features, with a good deal of play in them. 
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\ a large laughing mouth, and a capital set of teeth, 

made up a face that people tumed round to look at 
in market-pla^ses, or on high-roads, and her figure, 
as ehe herseif boasted, required " no making up, 
with as little dressing as most people's, provided 
only her things was good of their kind." Yes, she 
was a handsome girl, and though her vanity had 
received a considerable shock, she did not doubt it 
even now. 

After a few seconds' thought, her Irritation seemed 
to subside. Circumstanees had for some years 

\\ forced Miss Draper's mind to take a practieal turn. 

Flattered vanity was a pleasing Sensation, she 
admitted, but tangible advantage was the thing 
after all. 

" Now whatever can the Squire be driving at P " 
eoliloquised his late companion, as threading the 
apple-trees she came within hearing of the familiär 
mill. " There's something behind all this, and 
I'U be at the back of it as sure as my name's 
Fanny ! He's a deep 'un, is the Squire, but he's a 
gentleman, I will say that ! Quite the gentleman, 
he is ! Ten pounds down. Let me see, that will pay 
for the two bonnets, and as much as I ever will pay 
of Mrs. Markham's bill. And twenty more if it all 
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comes off right, within a month. Twenty pounds is 
a good deal of money ! Yes, I always did uphold 
as the Squire were quite the gentleman." 

She arrived simultaneously with this happy con- 
clusion at the door of her patemal home, and 
the welcome of her father's professionally dusty 
embrace. 

Yandelexir was not long in reaehing Oakover, and 
conmiencing his teilet, which progressed rapidly, 
like everything eise he did, without his appearing to 
hurry it. At a sufficiently advaneed stage he rang 
for his valet. " Anybody come yet ? " asked the 
host, tying a white neckcloth with the utmost 
precision. 

" Sir Thomas Boulder, Colonel and Mrs. Waring, 
Lady Baker, Mrs. and Miss St. Denys, Major Blades, 
Captain Coverley, and Mr. Green,'' answered the 
well-drüled valet without faltering. 

" Nobody eise expected, is there ? " was the next 
question, while his master pulled the bows to equal 
length. 

" Dinner was ordered for ten, sir," answered his 
servant. 

" Been here long ? " asked Vandeleur, buttoning 
the watch-chain into his waistcoat. 
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" About three-quarters of an hour, slr/' was the 
imperturbable reply. 

" Very good. Then get dinüer in five minutes ! " 
and although nlne hungry guests wei'e waiting for 
him, Vandeleur employed that five minutes in writ- 
ing a letter to a great nobleman, witb wbom he was 
on intimate terms. 

While he ordered a man and horse to gallop off 
with it at once to the nearest post-town, in time for 
the night mäil, he read the following lines over 
with a satisfied expression of countenance, and raiher 
an evil smile. 

" My dear Lord, — ^Tou can» do me a favonr, and 
I know I have only to ask it. I want a commission 
for a young friend of mind, as soon as ever it can be 
got^ I believe he is qmte ready for examination, or 
whatever you call the ferce these yomig ones have 
to enaet now-a-days. In our time people were not 
so particular about a§9^hing, Stül I think von and 
I do pretty much as we like, and can't complain. 
Oll a slip of paper I enelose the young one's name 
and address. The sooner, for his own sake, we get 
hün out of England the better, — and where he goee 
afterwards nobody caies a curse ! Yoa understand. 
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"Don't forget I expect you early next month, 
and will make sure there is a pleasant party to 
meet you. 

" Ever yours, 

"J. Vandbleur." 

" Not a bad day's work altogether," muttered the 
writer as he stuok a stamp on the enyelope, and 
went down to dinner. 
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CHÄPTER VI. 



GRINDING. 



In pureuaiice of her bargain with Mr. Vaadeleur, 
wliatever it may have been, Fanny Draper attired 
herself in a very becoming dresa after her one o'clock 
dinner on the following day, and proceeded to take 
an accidental atroll in the direction of Mr. Archer's 
houee, which was but a few hundred yards distant 
irom the village of Ripley. 

Bisindined either to make freeh conquests or to 
meet old admirera, both contingencies being equally 
inconyenient at preeent, she foUowed a narrow lane 
skirting the backs of certain cottages, which brought 
her oppoeite the gate of Mr. Archer*» garden at the 
exact moment when Dandy Burton, having finiehed 
his etudies for the day, put a cigar into his mouth, 
as a light and temperate Substitute &r läncheon, the 
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Dandy — ^wliose figure was remarkably symmetrical 
— ^being already afraid of losing his waist. Miss 
Draper, as she woiild have expressed herseif, " took 
more than one good look at him before she played 
her first card;" for the hawk, though imhooded, 
so to speak, and flung alofk, had not yet made quite 
sure of her qnarry, and, exeept as a question of 
wholesöme practice, it would be a pity to waste 
mueh blandishment upon the wrang young gentle- 
man. So she scanned him carefully before she 
pounced, approving much of what she saw. 

Dandy Bnrton was tall, well-made, and iin- 
doubtedly good-looking, with an air, extremely 
becoming when people are not yet twenty, of being 
over his real age. His face was very nearly hand- 
some, but there was something wanting in its ex- 
pression, and a woman's eye would have preferred 
many a plainer countenance which carried a more 
marked impress of the man within. 

Even Fanny was conscious of this defect at a 
second glanee. It made her part, she reflected, all 
the easier to play. So gathering some violets trom 
the hedge-side, she tied them eoquettishly into a posy, 
and then, dropping a enrtsey, shot a killing glanee 
at the Dandy, while she observed, demurely enough — 
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"One of Mt. Archer's young gentlemen, I be- 
lieve P I'm sure I aak your pardon, sir, if you're 
not," 

Dandy Bnrton, thus cliallenged, ranged up along- 
sdde. 

"I am staying with Mr. Arclier at present/' seid 
he, removing the cigar from his mouth and making 
a faint snatch at his round shooting-hat. '' Did you 
want to speak to any of izs P I beg your pardon — ^I 
mean, can I be of any service to you before Mr. 
Archer gpes out P '* 

With all the savoir-vivre he used to boast of in 
the pupil-room, Mr. Burton was a little puzzled. 
She was good-looking, she wa« weil got-up, yet 
something in his instincts told bim sh^ was not 
quite a lady aftier all. 

"It's not Mr. Archer," she answered, with a 
becoming little blush and a laugh ; " it's the young 
gentleman as father bade me leave a message for — 
father, down at Eipley MiU, you know, sir." 

" Bad English. Talks of ' father ' and calls me 
* sir/ " thought the Dandy, his confidence retuming 
at once,. 

" All right, my dear," he answered, replacing the 
cigar in his mouth, and crossing the road to her 
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side: "I know Ripley Mill well enough, and I 
know ' father/ as yöu call him, meaning, I suppose, 
my friend Mr. Draper ; but I did not know he'd 
got such a little duck of a daughter. I wish I'd 
found it out, though, six months ago-^ — ^I do, upon 
my honour ! " 

" Well, I'm sure ! *' replied Miss Fanny, in no 
way taken aback by the familiär tone of admiration, 
to wbich she was weU-a^customed. " Tou g^tle- 
men are so given to compliments, there^s no believ- 
ing a Word you say. I should like to hear, now, 
wbat good it would bave done you if yoü had known 
as I was down at the Mill six months ägo/'^ 

" I should have walked over there every day, on 
the chance of seeing your pretty face ! " answered 
the Dandy, rising, as he flattered himself^ to the 
occasion. 

"You wouldn't have found wö," she laughed; 
"IVe been in London since then. I only came 
home for good yesterday evening/' 

"Then I shall spend all my spare time at the 
Mill now, tili I go away," retorted Burton, roUing 
the wet end of his cigar with his best air. 

" Are you going away so soon P " she said, looking 
rather aoxiously into his face. 
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" Decidedly," thought the Dandy, " this is a case 
of love at first sight. It's deuced odd, too. I am 
not much used to their ways, and it*s just possible 
she may be gammoning a fellow all the time. Never 
mind ! two can play at that game, so here goes." 

" Not unless you'll come with me," lie exclaimed 
liflEectionately. " Since IVe seen you, Miss Draper, 
for I suppose you are Miss Draper, I oouldn't bear 
to leave y^u. Now, touching this m^sage« Are 
you quite sure you have brought it all this way 
without Spilling any of it P " 

" I'm not one as isn't to be trusted," answered 
the lady, meaningly, motioning him at the sa>me 
time to walk a little farther down the lane, out of 
sight of Mr. Archer's top Windows. " T^i^y say as 
women ean't keep secrets — I wish somebody would 
try me. It^s not in my nature to deceive. There, 
what a fool I am, to go talking on to a gentleman 
^ike you, and I never set eyes on you before/' 

" But you'U let me come and see you down at the 
Mill P " said he ; " it is but a step, you know, from 
Jjiere. I could easily be there every day about this 
time.'* 

" And I should like to know whajj fother would 
say ! '* interposed Miss Fanny, with a sudden access 
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of propriety. ** I ought to be back with father now, 
and here I am, putting off my time talking to you, 
and — ^therc^ I declare, I'm quite gshamed. I don't 
even know your name. It's Mr. Ainslie, isn't 
itP'' 

Burton laughed. 
Wby do you think it's Ainslie? " 
BeoauBe tbey told me as Mr. Ainalie was ^he 
only grown-up gentleman here," she answered, 
hazarding a supposition that could not fall to be 
favourably received, and flattering herseif sbe was 
going on swimmingly. 

The Dandy, however, did not see the advantage of 
being taken for his friend, and thought it right to 
undeeeive his new flame without delay. 

" My name's Burton," he said, rather eönceitedly. 
" Ainslie's a shorter chap, with darker hair and eyes 

— ^altogether, not quite so — ^not quite so " he 

hesitated, for, though vain, he was not a fool. 

" Not quite so much of a ladies' man, I dare say ! " 
She finished his sentence for him with a laugh, to 
Cover her own vexation, for she feit she had been 
wasting time sadly. " I don't think you're one as 
is ever likely to be inistook for somebody eise. I 
must wish you good day now, sir, It's more than 
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time I was back. I couldn't stay another minute if 
it was ever so." 

Slie was a little disappointed at liis ready acqui- 
escenoe. 

" And your inessage P" he asked, lighting a fresh 
cigar. 

" It was only father's dnfcy," she answered. " I 
was to teil the yoiing gentlemen they're welcome to 
a day's fishing above Ripley Lock to^morrow, if they 
like to come, and there ought to be some sport for 
'em, says father, if the wind keeps southerly." 

" We'U be there I " answered the Dandy, joyfuUyv 
*' And I say, how abont luncheon P Ton- II bring it 
US, won't you, from the Mill P " 

" For how many ?'* asked Miss Fanny ; thinking^ 
perhaps, il might not be a bad plan. 

** Well, there's three of us ! " answered the Dandy. 
" Dolly, and Ainslie, and me. Better bring enough 
for four, Miss Draper. It's not every day in the 
week I do such things. Besides, you'll sit down 
with US, you know, or we shan't be able to eat a 
morsel." 

She tossed her head. " Indeed, you're very kind/' 
she Said. " Well, if you're all coming, I'U attend 
to it, and perhaps bring it youmyself. No, sir! not 
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a Step fiirther. I oouldn't think of Walking tlirough 
tlie village with you. What would Mr. Archer sayp 
Thank you ; I ean take very good care of myself ! " 

Thus parrying th« Dandy's importumties, who, 
haying nothing better to do, proposed a lounge 
down to the Mill in her Company, Miss Draper pro- 
ceeded ön her homeward joumey, only tuming round 
when she had gone a few steps, to comply with his 
entreaties that she would give him her lately* 
gathered posy. 

" You'U chuck US the violets, at least/' said this 
young gentleman, in a plaintive tone. 

" Yes ; I don't want the violets," she answered, 
not very graciously, and whisking past the tum by 
the baker's, was soon out of sight. 

Dandy Burton was so elated with this, his last 
conquest, that he did not even wait to finish his 
cigar, but throwing it away, retumed hastily to 
the pupil^-room in order to catch his companions 
before they went out. 

He was lucky enough to find them both still in 
their studies ; Gerard AinsUe struggling hard with 
"unknown quantities,*' and Dolly puzzling over 
the discovery of America, an era of history in- 
separable, in his own mind, from the destruction 
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ot the Spanisk Armada. Eiurton had no scruple in 
disturbing them. 

" Look tkere, you ckaps ! " said ke, tkrowing 
Faii,|iy Draper's violets on tke study-table. *'Tkat's 
tke way to do it ! A fellow can't even smoke a 
quiet weed in tkese diggings, but ke'a pelted in 
again witk flowers ! Now I don't mind iaying 
odds, neitker of you can teil in tkree guesses wkere 
tk^se came from." 

" Don't botker ! " answered Ainslie, looking up 
impatiently, and diving once more kead-foremost 
into kis algebra. 

** Some flowerets of Eden we still inkerit, 
But the trail of the Dandy is over tkem all I " 

quoted Dolly, skutting up kis Englisk History witk 
a sigk of relief. " Wky tkey were given you by 
'some yülage maiden wko with dauntless breast' 
was determined on makjng you a greater fool, my 
beloved Dandy, tkan nature and Areker combined 
can accomplisk — ^if suck a feat were, indeed, possible. 
Tkey ean't let kirn alone, ockone ! Every institu- 
tion k^ its skow-jnan, you know, Jerry, and tke 
Dandy is ours ! " 

Gerard did not tkink it wortk wkile to answer ; 
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and Burton, on whose good-hnmoured self-conceit 
the arrows of chafp rained harmless, replied, 
"Wonldh't you like it yourself, Dolly? Nerer 
mind, my boy. Every chap must paddle liis own 
canoe. We all have different gifte, you knöw." 

" Yery true," replied Dolly. " Dress aaid deport- 
ment are yours ; light literature, I think, is mine ; 
and," sinking his voice whüe he jerked his head 
to^^rds Ainslie, " love and logarithms are his ! " 

" Wake up, JßTTj ! " exclaimed Burton, ^ and 
a];^8wer this slanderous aceusation. Of logarithms 
we aoquit you at once, and surely you are not soft 
enough to be in loye ! " 

Ainslie reddened. ** Well," he said, keeping down 
his. CQnfiision, " I suppose a fellow may have * ^ spoon ' 
if h^. likes." 

** A spoon! " exclaimed Dolly. " A regulär soup- 
ladle ! He's got aU the Symptoms — ^premonitory, 
sympathetic, and eonfirmed. 

There is eyen a spaoe for the ghost of her face in Üiis nairow 

psapil-Toom, 
Agid Archer is blind, aoid, the Dandy's a fool, and Jerry 

has met with his doom." 

" Wb.at nonsense you talk ! " retorted Ainslie, 
angrily. ** At all eyents, I don't pick a handful of 
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violets to flash them down on the study-table, and 
swear they were given me by a duchess five minutes 
ago. Hang it ! mine should be a better swagger 
than that. I'd have roees or pinks, or a buHch of 
hot-house flowers, when I was aboat it/* 

** A primrose on the river's biim, 
A yeUow primrose is to bim, 
And in be goes to sink or swim»" 

observed Dolly. " One flower is as good as another, 
if it's oflfered by tbe rigbt party. Now I knoTi<^ 
where Dandy got these. Tbey were given bim by 
tbe Cook. Sbe picks them for tbe salad> and puts 
tbem in with wbat sbe calls * gamisbing '— ^3lugs> 
eggsbell, and bits of gravel." 

" Tou know notbing about it, Dolly ! " e&elaimeä 
Ainslie. " Tbis isn't a salad-day. No ; it's a keep^ 
sake from Motber Markbam, — milliTier and modiste. 
Sbe's repaired Dandy's stays ever so often since be 



came." 
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You're wrong, botb of you," said tbe impertur- 
bable Dandy. " Tbey were given me by Miss 
Draper — ^Miss Fanny Draper, of Eipley Mill — ^now 
tben ! A young lady neitber of you bave ever seen ; 
and a deuced pretty girl too. Wbat*s more, sbe 
asked if my name wasn't Ainslie P" 
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Again Gerard bluslied, and tliifl time without 
cause. 

"A most improbable story/' remarked Dolly. 
^'Amslie's engaged. If slie'd said Egremont, I 
cotdd have believed it. This requires confirmation." 

" I can prove it fast enough," answered Burton. 
" Old * Grits ' Mrants us all to go down and fish at 
the Upper Lock to-morroMr. It won't be bad ftm. 
I vote we go» if Nobs will stand it. He mnst let us 
out at twelve o'clock." 

**You*d better ask bim, Dolly," said Gerard. 
** H^e he comes ! " 

While the latter spoke, Mr. Archer entered the 
pnpü-room with a Kstless air, and rather a weary 
Step. Truth to teil, he was a little tired of the ever- 
recurring round which in the slang of to-day is not 
inappropriately termed a " grind." It paid bim 
well, as he oftien said to himself, or it would be 
unbearable. Like the treadmül, or any such penal 
labour, it was hard work with no visible result. One 
pupil after another was indeed tumed out, just able 
to squeeze through his examination, as a chair or a 
table is finished off to order by a carpenter ; but that 
result attained,, the master's duty was done by his 
disciple, and he had no farther interest in the 
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latter's progreas or sabfieqnsLt career. Sern and 
quiek, ätapid and clever, all had to be bronght np to 
exstexij the aame Standard,. — the former reqaired 
more taue and poina than the latter^ tfaat was the 
wfaole dxference. One can acaic^ eonceiTe a more 
tminterestmg phaae of tntorahip. 

Areher had made an improTident mamage, and a 
yery happy one ; had adld out of the Army in Goztse- 
qnenee, and had been glad to angment his slender 
income by fitting yonng men for the profesäon he 
had lefL Bot hia wife died earl j, and with her the 
stimtdna to exertion was gone. He had no children, 
and few frienda. Altogether it was weary work^ 

If the neeeasary amoTcnt of study conld be got 
throngh in the week, a holiday was evean a greater 
relief to tntor than pnpüs ; and with a stipiüation 
to that effecty he wülingly granted Dolly's reqnest 
that they shonld aU start on their fiahing exenrAm 
next day at twelve o'clock. 





CHAPTER VII. 



A CAT S-PAW. 



Old "C^riTs," aa ins familiars called that veiy 
reepectable milier, Mr. Draper, Kked to have bis 
breakfaet early — really early ; meaning thereby 
Bomewhere about eunrise. Tbis entailed gettmg up 
in the dark on such of bis housebold as prepafed 
ttat meal, and Miss Fanny entertained the gieatest 
objection to getting up in tbe dark. Conaequently 
as tbey breakfasted togetber — for on ttÜB tbe milier 
insisted wbile sbe stayed witb bim — ^botb latber and 
daugbter were put out from tbeir uaual liabits. Tbe 
bour was too early for her, too late for bim. Hfe was 
hungry and snappisb, she waa hurried and crosa. 
Wbatever differences of opinion tbey entertained 
were more freely discnssed, and more stoutly upheld 
at tbis, tban at any otber bour of the twenty-four. 
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It is a great thing to begin the day in good 
humoiir; and that woman is wise, be she mother, 
wife, or daughter, who brings a smiling face down 
to breakfast ere the toast becomes sodden and the 
tea cold ; who, if she has disagreeable intelligence 
to communicate, grievances to detail, or complaints 
to nxake, puts them off tili the things have been 
taken away, and an eyil can be confronted in that 
spirit of good- will and good-humonr which robs it 
of half its force. Put man, woman, or child, or 
even a dumb animal, wrong the first thing in the 
moming, and the eqiianimity thus lost is seldom 
restored tili latein the afkemoon. Qrits and Fanny 
both knew this well by experience, yet they had 
their say out just the same. 

"Now, Fan !" grunted the milier, Walking heavily 
into their little parlour, with a cloud of yesterday's 

flour rising from his clothes. " Look alive, girl ! 

Come— bustle, bustle ! It's gone six o'clock/' 
" Why, father, how you keep on worriting ! " 

repUed a voice from an inner Chamber, constrained 

and indistinct, as of one who is fastening her stays, 

with hair-pins in her mouth, 

" Worriting indeed ! " retorted Mr. Draper. " It'ß 

been broad daylight for more than an hour. I 
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shouH like to know how a man is to get hls work 
done, if liis breakfast has to be put back tili nigh 
dinner-time. These may be quality manners, lass ; 
but blow me if tbey suits us down bere at Ripley !" 

"Blow your tea, father — that's what you've got 
to blow," replied Miss Fanny, who had now emerged 
from her tiring-room only half-dressed, pouring him 
out a eup so hot that it was transferred, to be operated 
on as she suggested, into the saueer. " I do believe 
now, if it wasn't for me Coming here to stop with 
you at odd times, you'd get your breakfast so 
early as it would interfere with your supper over- 
night ! " 

The milier was busy with thick bread-and-butter. 
A growl was his only reply. Miss Fanny looked 
out of the window thoughtfuUy, drank a little tea, 
shot a doubtful glance at her papa, and hazarded 
the foUowing harmless question : 

" It's a dull morning, father. Do you think it 
will hold up — ^you that knows the weather so weU 
at Ripley ? " 

It pleased him to be esteemed wise on such 
matters, and the hot tea had put him in a better 
humour. 

" Hold up, lass ? " he answered, cheerfully ; " why 

VOL. I. G 
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shouldn't it hold up ? Even with a south wind, 
these here grey mornings doesn't often turn to rain. 
You may put yonr best bonnet on to-day, Fan, 
never fear ! " 

" Then, if that's the case, I'll get the house-work 
over in good time ; and I think I won't be back to 
dinner, fatber," said bis daughter resolutely, as 
antieipating objeetion. 

But for its coating of flour the miller's face would 
have darkened. 

" Not back to dinner, Fan ! And why not ? 
Where may you be going, lass, if I may make so 
bold as ask ? " 

She hesitated a moment, and then observed very 
demurely — 

" I took your message up to Mr. Archer's yester- 
day, and the yoimg gentlemen's Coming down to 

fish, as you kindly invited of 'em " 

" I know — I know," said he. " Well, lass, and 
what then ? " 

" They're to be at water-side by twelve o'clock, 

and I'U engage they'll keep on tili sun-down. Poor 

little chaps ! They'll be wanting their dinners, and 

I thought I'd best step out and take 'em some." 

" Poor little chaps ! " repeated the milier. "Why, 
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one of 'em ^s six feet high, and t'other 's nigh 
twentjr years old ; and Mr. Egremont — that's him 
as comes down by times for a smoke here — ^well, 
he'll pull down as heavy a weight as I can ; and 
I dare say, for his years, he's nigh as sensible. 
They're grown-up young gentlemen, Fan, every 
man of 'em.^' 

" They'll want their dinners all the same," an- 
swered Fan. 

" And they'll want you to take 'em their dinners, 
I daresay ; and want must be their master ! " replied 
the miller. "I don't like it, Faji, I teil 'ee — I 
don't like it. What call have you to go more nor a 
mile up water-side after three young sparks like 
them ? I may be behind the times, Fan — I daresay- 
as I am ; but it can't be right. I don't like it, I 
teil 'ee, lass, and I won't have it ! " 

"I'm not a ehild, father," answered the girl in 
perfeet good-humour. " I should think I can take 
care of myself in uglier places than Eipley Lock ; 
and I was going on to see the housekeeper at Oak- 
over, whether or no. However, if you think well, 
I'll send Jane witl^ the basket ; only she's wanted in 
the house, let alone that she's young and giddy ; 
and if I was you, father, I'd sooner trust me nor her." 
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" I can get serving-lasses by the score," answered 
old Draper veiy gniffly, because a tear was twink- 
ling in the comer of liis eye, " but I have only one 
daughter. I've been a kind father to you, Fan, 
ever since you and me used to watch the big wheel 
together when you was too little to go up the mill- 
steps. Don't ye come a-flyin* in my face because 
you've growed up into a fine likely young woman — 
don't ye now ! " 

She was touched ; she couldn't help it. She went 
round the table, and put her hand on the old man's 
Shoulder. For the moment she was willing to be a 
dutifid and affectionate child. 

"You have been a kind old daddy," she said, 
tuming his dusty face up to kiss it ; " and I wouldn't 
vex you for that kettleful of gold. But you won't 
mind my stepping across to Oakover — now, will 
you, father? And I'll be sure to come back and 
give you your tea/' 

She knew exactly how to manage him. 

" You're a good lass, I do believe," said he, rising 
from the table, " and a sensible one, too ; maybe, 
more nor I think for. Well, there'll be no härm in 
your taking a basket of prog, and leaving it at the 
Lock for them young chaps. But don't ye go 
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a-fishin' along of 'em, there's a good lass ! Folk mll 
talk, my dear. Why, they'll hardly let me alone 
when I give Widow Bolt a liffc home from market 
in the cart. Now, band us a Hght for the pip'^, Fan. 
I've Said my say, so I'm off to my work ; and I'U 
leave you to yonrs." 

But Mr. Draper shook his head, nevertheless, 
while he walked round by the mill-sluice, smoking 
thoughtfiilly. 

"She's wilful/' he muttered — "wilful; and so 
was her mother. Most on 'em 's wilfnl, as I see. 
I'm thankful the boys is doing so well. They're 
good sons to me, they are. And yet — and yet I'd 
sooner both on 'em was sold up — l'd sooner see the 
river run dry, and the mill stop work — I'd sooner 
lose the close, and the meadow, and the house, and 
the stock — than that anything should go wrong 
with little Fan ! " 

Little Fan in the meantime, having gained her 
point, was in high good-humour. She sang merrily 
over what trifling work she chose to do about the 
house, abstaining from harsh words to Jane, who 
whenever she had a spare moment seemed to be 
peeling potatoes. She packed a basket with eatables, 
and filled a bettle with wine, for the anglers. Then 
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she attired herseif in a very becoming dress, put on 
a pair of well-fitting gloves, not quite new, just 
like a real lady's, she told herself, and crowned the 
whole with a kilUng little bonnet. Anybody meet- 
ing Miss Draper as she sauntered leisurely along 
the river-side with her basket in her band would 
have taken her for the Rector's young wife, or the 
Squire's daughter at the least. 

Even the anglers were something dazzled by this 
brilliant apparition. Burton, proud of bis aequaint- 
ance made the day before, feit yet a little abashed 
by so fascinating an exterior. Ainslie scanned her 
attentively, but this, I imagine, chiefly because her 
bonnet reminded him of Norah's ; while Dolly, who 
was getting very hungry, took off his hat with a 
polite bow, observing in a low voiee, for the benefit 
of his companions — 

** It was the miller's daughter, 

And she stoppeth one of three , 

On the banks of Allan-water — 
How I wish that it was me ! " 

Miss Draper's deportment in presence of three 
stränge young gentlemen was a model of propriety 
and good taste. She simply vouchsafed a curtsey, to 
be divided amongst them ; offered her father's good 
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wislies for their sport ; and proceeded to iinpack her 
basket without delay. " For," said she, " I have 
no time to spare. I am going a Kttle farther up- 
stream on an errand, and will call for the basket as 
I come back." Nevertheless, thougb her eyes seemed 
fastened on her occupation, she had scanned each of 
them from top to toe in two minutes, and learned 
the precise nature of the groimd on which she was 
about to manoeuvre. 

Burton' s name she had already learnt. One glance 
at Dolly Egremont's joUy face satisfied her that with 
him she could have no concern. It must be the slim, 
well-made lad with the dark eyes and pleasant smile, 
whom she had engaged to subjugate. No disagree- 
able duty neither, thought Miss Fanny ; so she set 
about it with a will. 

Leaving her basket in charge of Dolly, who 
pledged himself with great earnestness for its safety, 
she walked leisurely up-stream, and was pleased to 
observe that the three anglers separated at once ; his 
two companions choosing different sides of the river 
below the miU, while Gerard Ainslie followed the 
upward bend of the stream, not having yet put his 
rod together, nor unwound the casting-line from his 
hat. He was thinking but little of his fishing, this 
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infatuated jonng man; certainly not the least of 
Hirn Fanny Draper. Xo. The gleam on the water, 
the whigper of the eedges, the swallows dipping and 
wheeling at hiB feet, all the soft harmony of the 
landscape, all the tender beaaty of the early sum- 
mer^ — ^what were these but the embodiment of his 
ideal? And hiB ideal, he fancied, was far away 
yonder, aerose the marshes, thinking, perhaps, at 
that very moment, of him ! She was not across the 
marshes, as we shall presently see, but within half 
a mile of where he stood« Nevertheless, what woidd 
love be without illusion ? And is not the illusion a 
necessary condition of the love ? Look at a soap- 
bubble glowing in the riebest .tints of all the gems 
of earth and sea. Presently, behold, it bursts. 
What becomes of the tints ? and where, oh ! where 
is the bubble ? 

Gerard was roused from his dreams by the rustle 
of a feminine garment, and the sudden appearance 
of the miller's daughter lying in wait for him at the 
very first stile he had to cross. She knew better 
than to give a little half-suppressed start, as when 
she met Vandeleur, or to display any of the afiecta- 
tions indulged in by young women of her class ; for, 
wherever she picked it up, Miss Draper had acquired 
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considerable knowledge of mascuKne nature, and 
was well aware that while timidity and innocence 
are efficient weapons against the old, there is nothing 
like cool ßuperiority to overawe and impose upon the 
young. 

She took His rod out of his hand, as a matter of 
conrse, while he vaidted the stile, and observed 
quietly — " I saw you Coming, Mr. Ainslie, and so 
I waited *for you. I suppose as you're not much 
acquainted with our river ; there's a pool, scarce 
twenty yards below the bridge, yonder, where you'll 
catch a basket of fish in ten minutes, if you've any 
luck." 

She looked very pretty in the gleams of sunlight 
with her heightened colour, and her black hair set 
off by the transparency she called a bonnet. Even 
to a man in love she was no despicable companion 
for an hour's fly-fishing ; and Gerard thanked her 
heartily, asking her, if their ways lay together, to 
walk on with him, and point out the place. His 
smile was very winning, his voice low and pleasant, 
his manner to women soft and deferential— such a 
manner as comes amiss with neither high nor low : 
to a duchess, fascinating, to a dairy-maid, simply 
irresistible. Miss Draper stole a look at him from 
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linder her black eye-lashes, and liked her job more 
and more. 

" I'll come with you, and welcome," said she, 
frankly. " The walk's nothing to me ; I'm used to 
Walking. I'm a coimtry-bred girl, you know, Mr. 
Ainslie, though I've seen a deal of life since I left 
the MiU." 

" Then you don't live at the Mill ? " said Gerard, 
absently, for that imlucky bonnet had taken his 
thoughts across the marshes again. 

*^ I do when I'm at home/' she answered, " but 
I'm not often at home. IVe got my own bread to 
make, Mr. Ainslie, if I don't want to be a bürden 
to father. And I don't neither. I'm not like a 
real lady, you know, that can sit with her hands 
before her, and do nothing. But you mustn't think 
the worse of me for that, must you ?" 

" Of course not ! " he answered, as what eise could 
he answer ? wondering the while why this handsome 
black-eyed girl should thus have seleeted him from 
his companions for her confidences. 

" I shouldn't be here now," she continued, " if it 
wasn't to see how father gets on. There's nothing 
but father to bring me back to such a dull place as 
Eipley. Yet, dull as it is, I can teil you, Mr. 
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Ainslie, you must mind what you're at if you don't 
want to be talked about ! " 

" I suppose you and I woidd be talked about now," 
Said he, laughing, " if we could be seen." 

" I don't mind, if you don't ! " she answered, look- 
ing fuU in bis eyes. " Well, our walk's over now, 
at any rate. There's the bridge, and bereis the 
pooL I've Seen my brothers stand on tbat stone, 
and pull 'em out a dozen in an bour ! " 

There was something of regret in ber tone when 
she announced the termination of their walk that 
was sufficiently pleasant to bis ear. He could not 
help looking gratified, and she saw it ; so she added, 
" If you'U put your rod together, I'll sort your tackle 
the while. TheyVe queer fancies, have our fish, all 
the way from here to Ripley Lock ; and they won't 
always take the same fly you see on the water. 
They're feeding now — ^look ! '' 

So the two sat down together on a large stone 
under a wülow, witb the stream rippling at their 
feet, and the hungry trout leaping like rain-drops, 
all across its surface — ^in the shadow of the opposite 
bank, in the pool by the water-lilies, under the 
middle arch of the bridge, everywhere just beyond 
the compass of a trout-rod and its usual length of 
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line. Gerard's eye began to glisten, for he was a 
fisherman to the backbone. He had put bis rod 
togetber, and was running tbe tackle tbrougb its 
top Joint wben bis companion started and tumed 
pale. 

" Is tbat tbunder ? '' said sbe. " Listen ! " 

" Tbunder ! " repeated tbe busy sportsman, con- 
temptuously. " Poob ! nonsense ! It^s only a 
carriage." 

Miss Draper was really a&aid of tbunder, and feit 
mueb relieved. 

" Haven^t you a green drake ? " sbe asked, bunt- 
ing busily over bis fly-book for tbat killing artifice. 

He stooped low to belp ber, and one of tbe books 
in tbe easting-line round bis bat caugbt in ber pretty 
little bonnet. Tbey were fairly tied togetber by tbe 
ears, a position tbat, witbout being at all unpleasant, 
was ridiculous in tbe extreme. Sbe smiled sweetly 
in tbe comely face so close to ber own, and botb 
burst out laugbing. At tbat moment a pony-carriage 
was driven rapidly across tbe bridge immediately 
over against tbem. Gerard's bead was tumed away, 
but its occupants must bave bad a füll view of tbe 
Situation, and an excellent opportunity of identify- 
ing tbe laugbers. Tbe lady wbo drove it immedi- 
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ately laslied her ponies into a gallop, bowing her 
head low over her hands as if in pain. 

Gerard sprang to bis feet. 

" Did you see that carriage, Miss Draper ? *^ he 
exclaimed hurriedly. "Had it a pair of cream- 
coloured ponies ? " 

" Cream-coloured ponies ! '* repeated Fanny, inno- 
cently. " I beKeve they was. I think as it were 
Miss Welby, from Marston Rectory/' 

His violent start had broken the casting-line, and 
he wa8 free. Like a deer, he sprang off in pursuit 
of the carriage, running at top-speed for nearly a 
quarter of a mile. But the cream-coloured ponies 
were in good condition and well-bred, — with a sore 
and jealous heart immediately behind them, which 
controUed, moreover, a serviceable driving-whip. 
He could never overtake them, but laid himself 
down panting and exhausted on the grass by the 
road-side, after a two-mile chase. 

When Gerard went back for his rod, Miss Draper 
was gone ; but he had no heart for any more fishing 
the rest of that aftemoon. 




CHÄPTEIt VIII. 



HOT CHESTNUTB. 



ÄSTOUNDED at her companion's uneeremonioua de- 
parture, the miller'8 daughter stood for a while 
motioQless, her bright face darkening into an ex- 
preasion of vexation, not to say disgust. Half- 
immeraed, the neglected trout-rod lay at her feet, 
paying its line out slowly to the gentle action of 
the stream. Somethmg in the dick of the reel 
perhaps aroused the thriftier instincta of her oature. 
She ßtooped to extricate rod and tackle with no 
onpractised hand, laid them on the bank ready 
for his retiim, and then sat down agam to think. 
Till within the last few miuutes Miss Draper had 
been well pleased. Mot averse to flirting, she would 
have consented, no doubt, to take in hand any of 
Mr. Archer'e young gentlemen ; but her walk with 
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Gerard Ainslie, though shorter, was also sweeter 
than she expected. The refinement of liis tone, his 
gestures, his manner altogether, was extremely fasci- 
nating, because so unlike anything to which she was 
aceustomed. "He^s not so handsome as t'other,*' 
soKloqnised Miss Draper, *' for I make no count of 
the fat one '^ (thus putting Dolly ignominiously out 
of the race), " but his hair is as soft as a lady's, and 
his eyes is like velvet. He^s a niee chap, that ! 
but whatever made him start away like mad after 
Miss Welby and her pony-carriage ? I wonder 
whether he^ll come back again. I wonder what 
odds it makes to me whether he comes back or no P 
Well, I've no call to be at the mill tili tea-time. 
I'll just step on and gather a few violets at Ash- 
bank. Perhaps the young man would like a posy 
to take with him when he goes home ! " 

She recoUected, almost with shame, how willingly 
she had given away another posy of violets to his 
fellow-pupil so short a time ago. 

Ashbank was a narrow belt of wood separating 
the meadow from the high-road. She had gathered 
many a wild flower under its tall trees, had listened 
to many a rustie compliment, borne her füll share 
of many a rustie flirtation, in its sheltering depths. 
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For the first time in her Hfe ehe wished it otlieiwrise ; 
slie wished slie had held her head a Kttle liigher, 
kept her clownisli admirers at a more respectful 
distance. Such, conquests, she now feit, were any- 
thing but condueive to self-respect. She rose from 
her seat impatiently, and it was with a heightened 
colour and quick, irregulär steps, that she trod the 
winding footpath leading to the wood. 

She had never before thought the sceneiy about 
Eipley and its neighbourhood half so pretty. To- 
day there was a fresher verdure in the meadow, 
softer whispers in the woodland, a fairer promise in 
the quiet sky. She could not have analysed her 
feelings, was scarce conseious of them, far less could 
she have expressed their nature ; yet she feit that 
for her, as for all of us, there are moments when 

** A livelier emerald twinkles in the grass, 
A purer sapphire melts into the sea ;" 

and this was one of them. 

There is a certain fire dreaded by bumt children, 
and often kindled by the tiniest spark, at which it 
is unspeakable comfort to warm the hands, but with 
the glow of which people never seem satisfied tili 
they have burnt their fingers. Like other fires, it 
should be poked sparingly, is easily smothered with 
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over-mucli fiiel, and bnrns, I think, fiercest in tlie 
hardest weather. Also, though a good servant, it is 
a bad master ; carefully to be watched, lest it spread 
to a conflagration ; scarring deep wbere it scorches, 
to leave the sufferer marked and disfigured for a 
life-time. 

Of tbat fire tbe miller's daughter bad been bitberto 
unconscious. Sbe bad always stood, as yet, on bigber 
ground tban tbose of tbe otber sex, wbatever tbeir 
Station, on wbom sbe bad tbougbt it wortb wbile to 
exercise ber fascinations. It was capital fun tben. 
It was all mirtb, merry-making, rivalry, and gra- 
tified vanity. Was it good fiin now? Sbe bad 
already asked berself tbat question, tbougb sbe bad 
searcely spent balf an bour in tbe society of ber new 
aequaintance. Already sbe bad answered, No ! It 
was sometbing better tban fun, tbis — sometbing 
deeper, sweeter, and far more dangerous. Tbe first 
time a swimmer trusts to bis newly-acquired art, be 
exults, no doubt, in tbe excitement of bis Situation, 
tbe development of bis power ; but want of confi- 
dence in bimself is tbe sure Symptom tbat proves to 
bim be is out of bis deptb. So was it now witb 
Fanny. Sbe longed for a mirror in wbicb to arrange 
ber bair, disbevelled by tbe soutb wind. Sbe con- 
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demned tlie bonnet she liad thought so killing an 
hour ago ; she mistrusted her very muslin ; she 
thought her gloves looked soiled and her boots un- 
tidy. She wondered whether he had detected free- 
dom in her manner, want of education in her speech. 
She had often before wished she was a lady, but it 
was only that she might roll in a carriage, wear 
expensive dresses, and order about a quantity of 
servants. Now she feit as if she had over-rated the 
value of all these things, that silks, and splendour, 
and liveries were not the sole accessories of good 
breeding ; and yet she wanted to be a lady more 
than ever. Why ? Because Mr. Ainslie was a 
gentleman. 

Thus, wishing, and dreaming, and repining, Walk- 
ing fast all the while, her colonr was higher and 
her temper less equal than usual when she reached 
the shadows of Ashbank, and climbed the stile she 
had crossed so often on similar expeditions after 
hazel-nuts or wild flowers in days gone by. Sur- 
mounting the obstacle less carefully than she might 
have done had she expected a looker-on, it cooled 
neither her face nor her temper to find Mr. Vande- 
leur strolling quietly through the copse, smoking a 
cigar with his usual air of careless good-humoured 
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superiority. Slie bounced off the foot-board, and 
putting her head down, tried to pass him without 
speaking, but he stretched his arms across the path, 
and stopped her with a laugh. 

Her eyes flashed angrily when she looked up in 
his face. 

" I do believe as you're the devil ! " exclaimed 
the girl, in a voice that seemed to denote she was in 
eamest. 

" I appreciate the Kompliment, Miss Fanny,*' said 
he, removing the cigar from his mouth. " But I 
assure you I am not, all the same. You are an 
angel though, my dear. I did not expeet you for at 
least an hour, and as I hate waiting, I am grateful 
for your early appearance/' 

" I shouldn't have come at all only I promised,'' 
answered Miss Fanny in a disturbed voice. " And, 
there, I wish I hadn't come at all as it is ! I wish 
I hadn't met you in ßipley Lane ! I wish I'd never 
set eyes on you in my lifo ! I wish — what's the use 
of wishing P " 

*' What, indeed?" replied Vandeleur. "I should 
have lost a very agreeable little acquaintance ; you, 
a tolerably useful friend. Something has gone 
wrong, Miss Fanny, I'm afraid. You seem put 
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out, and it's veiy becoming, I give you my honour. 
Sit down, and teil ns all about it/' 

"I'U not Sit down, Mr. Vandeleur," protested 
tlie miller's daughter, glancing anxiously towards 
the river she had left. " But I'll walk as far as tlie 
end of tlie wood with you. I suppose as you've got 
sometliing partieular to say, since you've kept your 
appointment so correct/' 

" Quite right," he answered. " Something very 
partieular, and it won^t bear delay neither. There's 
no time to be lost. I want to know how you're 
getting on ? " 

Miss Draper controlled herself with an effort, and 
spoke in a hard clear voice. 

" I did what you told me. I went to Mr. Archer's 
yesterday, and made acquaintance with the young 
gentleman to-day." 

" With Gerard Ainslie ? '* he asked. 

She nodded, and her colour rose. 

" What do you think of him ? " continued Vande- 
leur, smiling. 

" I donH think about him at all," she flashed out. 
" Oh, Mr. Vandeleur, it's a shame ; it's a shame ! 
And it cän't be done neither ! I do believe as he*s 
one to love the very ground a girl walks on ! " 
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The smlle deepened on liis face. *'Likely enough," 
Said lie quietly, " but tliat won't last long now he 
has Seen you.^^ 

She looked a Httle better pleased. "Such non- 
sense ! " she exclaimed. " What can I do ? " 

" This is what you can do/' replied Vandeleur, 
never lifting his eyes higher than her boots, " and 
nobody eise about here, or I should not have asked 
you. You can detach the boy from his foolish fancy 
as easily as I can break off this convolvulus. Look 
here. If it won't unwind, it must be torn asunder. 
If you can't work with fair means, you must use 
foul.'^ 

While he spoke he tore the growing creepers 
savagely with his fingers, laughing more than the 
occasion seemed to Warrant. Though she could not 
See how his eyes gleamed, she wondered at this 
exuberance of mirth. Strangely enough, it seemed 
to sober and subdue her. 

" Teil me what to do, sir," said she quietly, with 
a paler check. " You've been a good friend to me, 
and I'm not an imgratefid girl, Mr. Vandeleur, 
indeed." 

" You must attach young Ainslie to yourself," he 
replied in the most matter-of-course tone. "It ought 
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not to be a difficult job, and I sbouldn't fancy it can 
be an unpleasant one. Teil tbe trutb now, Miss 
Fan, wouldn't you like to have the silly boy over 
head and ears in love with you ? '^ 

Sbe turned ber face away, and made no answer. 
Looking under her bonnet, be saw that sbe was 
crying. 

" Do you tbink I bave no self-respect ? " sbe 
asked, in a brokefn voice. 

" I know I baven't," he answered, " but that's no 
rule for you. Look ye here, Miss Fanny, business 
is business. I shouldn't have brought you here 
without something to say. When you've done cry- 
ing, perhaps you'U be ready to hear it." 

" I'm ready now," she replied, with a steady look 
in bis face that he did not endure for half-a-second. 

"I gave you a month when we met the other 
evening, but I've altered my mind since then. If 
you'll halve the time, I'll double the money. There, 
you won't meet so fair an offer as that every day in a 
market. What say you, Miss Fan ? Are you game?" 

She was Walking with her hands clasped, and 
twined her fingers together as if in some deep 
mental conflict, but showed no other sign of distress. 

" I don^t like it," she said quietly, but in clear 
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forcible tones ; " I don't like it. I could do it better 
by eitber of tbe others. At least, I mean tbey 
seem as tbougb tbey wouldn't be quite so much in 
eamest. And it looks sueb a cruel job, too, if so be 
as tbe young lady likes bim — and like bim sbe 
must, I'm snre. Wbo is tbe young lady, Mr. 
Vandeleur? You promised as you'd teil me to- 
day." 

It was true enougb. Ciiriosity^ß a streng stimu- 
lant, and be bad reserved tbis part of tbe sebeme 
to ensure Miss Draper's punctuality in keeping ber 
appointment. 

" Tbe young lady/' replied Vandeleur. " I 
tbougbt you migbt bave guessed. Miss Welby, of 
Marston." 

" Has Miss Welby got a sweetbeart ? *' exelaimed 
tbe otber in an accent of mingled jealousy, exiilta- 
tion, and pique. ** Well, you do surprise me. And 
Mm I Wby didn't you teil me before ? " 

Wby, indeed ? He found ber mucb more manage- 
able now. Sbe listened to bis instructions witb tbe 
utmost deference. Sbe even added little feminine 
improvements of ber own. Sbe would do ber very 
best, sbe said, and tbat as quiekly as migbt be, to 
furtber all bis scbemes. And sbe meant it too. Sbe 
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was in earnest now. She imderstood it alL She 
knew whj he had broken away from her so rudely, 
and started after the pony-carriage Hke a madman. 
It was Miss Welby, was it ? And lie was courting 
her, was he ? Then Fanny Draper leamed for the 
first time why the aftemoon had been so different 
from the moming. She feit now that she herseif 
loved Gerard Ainslie recklessly, as she had never 
loved before. AnÄ it was to be a struggle, a match, 
a deadly rivalry between herseif and this young 
lady, who had all the odds in her favour, of Station, 
manners, dress, accomplishments, every advantage 
over herseif except a fierce, streng will, and a reck- 
less, undisciplined heart. 

When Vandeleur emerged alone from Ashbank 
on bis way home he had no reason to be dissatisfied 
with the ardour of his partisan. He was not easily 
astonished, as he nsed often to declare, bnt on the 
present occasion he shook his head wisely more than 
once, and exelaimed in an audible voice — 

"Well, I always thought Miss Fan wicked enough 
for anything, but I*d no idea even she could have so 
much devil in her as that ! " 
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CHAPTER IX. 



A PASSAGE OF ARMS. 



Old '* Grits '^ was seldom wrong about tlie weather. 
The wind remained southerly, and yet the rain lield 
off. The day after the fishing party was bright 
and calm. Nevertheless, it smiled on two very 
unhappy people within a circle of three miles. The 
least to be pitied of this unlucky pair was AinsKe, 
inasmuch as his was an expected grievance, and in 
no way took him unawares. 

When Mr. Archer granted their release the day 
before, it was on the express stipulation that the 
succeeding afternoon as well as morning should be 
devoted to study by his pupils, and Gerard knew that 
it would be impossible for him to cross the marshes 
for the shortest glimpse of his ladye-love tili another 
twenty-four hours had elapsed. He could have bome 
his imprisonment more patiently had he not been 
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SO disappointed in his cha^e after tlie pony-camage, 
liad he not also feit some faint, shadowy misgivings 
that its driver might have disapproved of the posi- 
tion In whicli slie saw liim placed. 

It was bad enough to miss an nnexpected chance 
of seeing Norali ; but to think that slie could believe 
him capable of famüiarity witb such an individual 
as Miss Draper, and not to be able to justify him- 
self, because, forsooth, he was deficient in modern 
history, was simply maddening. What was the 
Seven Tears' War, with all its alternations, to the 
contest raging in his own breast ? How could he 
take the sKghtest interest in Frederic the Great, 
and Ziethen, and Seidlitz, and the rest of the Prus- 
sian generals, while Norah was within a league, 
and yet out of reach ? " What must she think of 
him P '* he wondered ; " and what was she about ? ^' 

If Miss Welby had been asked what she was about, 
she would have declared she was gathering flowers 
for the house. Anybody eise would have said she 
was roaming here and there in an aimless, restless 
manner, with a pair of scissors and a basket. Any- 
body eise might have wondered why she could settle 
to no occupation, remain in no one place for more 
than five minutes at a time — why her cheek was 
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pale and her eyes looked sleepless ; above all, why 
about her lips was set tbat scomful smile whicb, 
like a hard frost breaking up in rain, seldom softens 
but with a flood of tears. 

Norab knew the reason — ^very bitter and veiy 
painful it was. We, who have gone througb the 
nsual training of life, and come ont of it more or less 
hardened into the cynicism we call good sense, or 
the indolence we dignify as resignation, can scarcely 
appreciate the punishment inflicted by these imagi- 
nary distresses on the young. Jealonsy is hard to 
bear even for us, eneouraged by example, cased in 
selfishness, and fortified by a hiindred worldly 
aphorisms. We shrug our Shoulders, we even foree 
a laugh ; we talk of human weakness, male vanity 
or female fickleness, as the case may be ; we summon 
pride to our aid and intrench ourselves in an assumed 
humility ; or we plead our philosophy, which means 
we do not care very much for anything but our 
dinners. Perhaps, after all, our feelings are blunted. 
Perhaps — shame on us ! — we experienee the slightest 
possible relief from thraldom, the faintest ray of satis- 
faction in reflecting that we, too, have our right to 
change ; that for us, at no distant period, will open 
the fresh excitement of a fresh pursuit. 
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But with a yoTing girl suffering from disappoint- 
ment in her first affections there are no sucli counter- 
irritants as these. She steps at once out of her fairy- 
land into a cold, bleak, hopeless world. It is not 
that her happiness is gone, her feelings outraged, 
her vanity humbled to the dust — ^but her tmst is 
broken. Hitherto she has believed in good ; now 
she says bitterly there is no good on the face of the 
earth. She has made for herseif an image, which 
she has draped like a god, and, behold ! the image 
is an illusion, after all — not even a stock or a stone, 
but a mist, a vapour, a phantom that has passed away 
and leffc a blank which all creation seems unable to 
fill up. It is hard to lose the love itself, but the cruel 
suffering is, that the love has wound itself round 
every trifle of her daily life. Yesterday the petty 
annoyance could not vex her ; yesterday the homely 
pleasure, steeped in that hidden consciousness, 
became a perfeet joy. And to-day it is all over ! 
To-day there is a mockery in the sunbeam, a wail 
of hopeless sorrow in the breeze. Those gaudy 
flowers do but dazzle her with their unmeaning 
glare, and the scent of the standard-roses would go 
near to break her heart, but that she feels she has 
neither hope nor heart leffc. 
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Norah Welby had been at least half-an-hour in 
the garden, and one sprig of geranium constituted the 
whole spoils of her basket. It was a comfort to be 
told by a servant that a young woman was waiting 
to speak with her. In her first keen pangs she was 
disposed, like some wounded animal, to bound rest- 
lessly from place to place, to seek relief in change 
of scene or attitude. They had not yet subsided 
into the dull, dead ache that prompts the sufferer 
to hide away in a comer and lie there, nnnoticed 
and motionless in the very exhanstion of pain. 

Even a London footman is not generally quick- 
sighted, and Mr. Welby's was a country-servant all 
over. Nevertheless, Thomas roused himself from 
his reflections, whatever they might be, and noticed 
that his young mistress looked " uncommon queer," 
as he expressed it, when he announced her visitor. 
She did not seem to imderstand tili he had spoken 
twice, and then pnt her hand wearily to her forehead, 
while she repeated, vaguely — 

"A young woman waiting, Thomas? Did she 
give any name P '* 

" It's the young woman from the Mill/* answered 
Thomas, who would have scomed to usher a person 
of Miss Draper's rank into his young mistress's pre- 
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sence with any of the forms he considered proper to 
visitors of a higher standing, and who simply nodded 
his head in the direction indicated for the benefit of 
the new arrival, observing without further cere- 
mony — 

" Miss Welby's in the garden. Come, look sharp ! 
That's the road." 

And now indeed Norah's whole countenance and 
deportment altered strangely from what it had been 
a few minutes ago. Her proud Kttle head went 
up like the crest of a knight who hears the trumpet 
pealing for the onset. There even came a colour 
into her fair, smooth eheek, before so pale and wan. 
Her deep eyes flashed and glowed through the long, 
dark lashes, and her sweet lips elosed firm and re- 
solute over the small, white, even teeth. Women 
have a stränge power of subdning their emotions 
which has been denied to the strenger and less 
impressionable sex ; also, when the attack has com- 
menced, and it is time to begin fighting in good 
earnest, they get their armour on and betake them 
to their skill of fence with a rapidity that to our 
slower perceptions seems as imnatnral as it is 
alarming. 

The most practised duellist that ever stood on 
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guard might have taken a lesson from the attitude 
of cool, vigilant, uncompromising defiance with 
which If orah received her visitor. 

The latter, too, was prepared for battle. Hers, 
however, was an aggressive mode of warfare which 
requires far less skill, courage, or tacties, than to 
remain on the defensive ; and, never lacking in eon- 
fidence, she had to-day braced all her energies for 
the encoimter. N othing could be simpler than her 
appearance, more respeetful than her manner, more 
demure than her curtsey, as she aecosted Miss 
Welby with her eyes cast down to a dazzling bed 
of scarlet geraniums at her feet. 

The two girls formed no bad speeimens of their 
respective classes of beauty, while thus confronting 
each other — Norah's chiselled features, graceful 
head, and high bearing, contrasting so fairly with 
the comely face and bright physical charms of the 
miller's daughter. 

"It's about the time of our Ripley children's 
sehool-feast, Miss Welby," said the latter ; " I made 
so bold as to step. np and ask whether you would 
arrange about the tea as usual." 

Norah looked very pale, but there was a ring like 
steel in her voice while she replied-— 
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I expected you, Fanny. I knew you had come 
home, for I saw you yesterday." 

Fanny assumed an admirable air of unconscious- 
ness. 

" Really, miss/' said she. " Well, now, I was up 
water-side in the aftemoon, and I did make sure it 
was yonr carriage as passed over Kipley Bridge/* 

It seemed not much of an opening; sncli as it was, 
however, Miss Welby took adyantage of it. Still 
very grave and pale, she continued in a low distinet 
voice — 

" I have no right to interfere, of course, but still, 
Fanny, I am sure you will take what I say in good 
part. Do you think now that your father would 
approve of your attending Mr. Archer's young 
gentlemen in their fishing excursions up the 
river P " 

Fanny bowed her head, and managed with great 
skill to execute a blush. 

" Indeed, miss," she faltered, " it was only one 
young gentleman, and him the youngest of them as 
goes to school with Mr. Archer.'.' 

" I am quite aware it was Mr. Ainslie, for I am 
acquainted with him,'' pursued Norah brayely 
enough, but, do what she would, there was a quiver 
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of pain in her voice when she uttered liis name, and 
for a moment Mies Draper feit a sting of compunc- 
tion worse than all the jealousy she had experieneed 
during her interview with Vandeleur the previous 
aftemoon. 

" I have no doubt, indeed I know, he is a per- 
fectly gentleman-like person," continued the young 
lady, as if she was repeating a lesson ; " still, 
Fanny, I put it to your own good sense whether 
it would not have been wiser to remain at the Mill 
with your father." 

" Perhaps you're right, miss," replied the other, 
acting her part of innocent simplicity with con- 
siderable success ; " and I'm sure I didn't mean no 
härm — ^nor him neither, I dare say. But he's such 
a nice young gentleman. So quiet and careful-like. 
And he begged and prayed of me so hard to show 
him the way up-stream, that indeed, miss, I had not 
the heart to deny him." 

" Do you mean he asked you to go ? " exclaimed 
Norah, and the next moment wished she had bitten 
her tongue off before it framed a question to which 
she longed yet dreaded so to hear the answer. 

" Well, miss," replied Fanny, candidly, " I sup- 
pose a young woman ought not to believe all that's 
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told her by a real gentleman like Mr. AinsKe; 
and yet lie seems so good and kind and affable, I 
can't think as he'd want to go and deceive a poor 
girl like me." 

Norah feit her heart sink, and a shadow, such as 
she thought mnst be like the shadow of death, passed 
over her eyes ; but not for an instant did her 
courage fail, nor her self-command desert her at 
her need. 

" It is no question of Mr. AinsKe/' said she with 
an unmoved face, " nor indeed of anybody in par- 
ticular. I have said my öay, Fanny, and I am sure 
you will not be offended, so we will drop the subject, 
if you please. And now, what can I do for you 
about the school-feast ? '* 

But Fanny cared very little for the school-feast, or 
indeed for anything in the world but the task she 
had on hand, and its probable results, as they 
affected a new wild foolish hope that had lately risen 
in her heart. With a persistence almost offensive, 
she tried again and again to lead the conversation 
back to Gerard Ainslie^ but again and again she 
was baffled by the quiet resolution of her companion. 
She leamed indeed that Miss Welby was somewhat 
doubtful as to whether she should be present at 
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the tea-making in person, but beyond this gathered 
nothing more definite as to that young lady's feel- 
ings and intentions than the usual directions about 
the prizes, the nsual promise of assistance to the 
funds. 

For a quarter of an hour or so, Norah, stretched 
on the rack, bore her part in conversation on indif- 
ferent subjeets in an indifferent tone, with a stoicism 
essentially feminine, and at the expiration of that 
period Fanny Draper departed, sufficiently well 
pleased with her moming's work. She had altered 
her opinion now, as most of us do alter our opinions 
in favour of what we wish, and dismissed all com- 
pimction from her heart in meddling with an attach- 
ment that on one side at least seemed to have taken 
no deep root. " She don't care for him, not really," 
soliloquised Miss Fanny, as the wicket-gate of the 
Parsonage clicked behind her, and she tumed her 
Steps homeward. " I needn't have gone to worrit 
and fret so about it after all. It's stränge too— 
such a nice young gentleman, with them eyes and 
hair. But she don't care for him, nobody needs 
to teil me that — ^no more nor a stone ! " 

How little she knew ! How little we know eaeh 
other ! How impossible for one of Fanny Draper's 
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wilfiil, impulsive disposition to appreciate the haughty 
reticence, the habitual self-restraint, above all, the 
capability for silent suffering of that higher nature ! 
She thought Norah Welby did not care for Gerard 
Ainslie, and she judged as nine out of ten do judge 
of their fellows, by ^n outward show of indifference, 
bom of self-scom, and by a specious composure, 
partly mere trick of • manner, partly resulting from 
inherent pride of birth. 

Norah watehed the departure of her visitor with- 
out moving a muscle. Like one in a dream, she 
marked the steps retiring on the gravel, the click of 
the wicket-gate. Like one in a dream too, she 
walked twice round the garden, pale, erect, and to 
all appearance tranquil, save that now and then 
putting her band to her throat, she gasped as if for 
breath. Then she went slowly into the house, and 
sought her own room, where she locked the door, 
and, sure that none could overlook her, flung her- 
self down on her knees by the bedside, and wept 
the first bitter, sealding, cruel tears of her young 
lifo. Pride, scom, pique, propriety, maidenly re- 
serve, these were for the outer world, but here — 
she had lost him ! lost him ! lost him ! and the 
agony was more than she could bear. 




CHÄPTER X. 



AN APPOINTMENT. 



The poet arrived at Mr. Archer'a in tte middle 
of breakfast, and fonned a welcome intemiption to 
the Stagnation vhich wae apt to settle on that repast. 
It 18 not easy for a tutor to make conTersation, day 
afiter day, for three young gentlemen over whom he 
is placed in autliority, and who are therefore little 
diaposed to aaeist him in hie efibrte to set them at 
ease. Mr. Archer could not forget that, imder all 
their assumed respect, he was still " Nobs " directly 
hia back was tumed ; and a man'a epirit must 
indeed be Tigorous to flow unchecked by a con- 
sciouaness that all he says and does will afFord 
material for aab^nent ridicule tuid caricature. 
Also, there are but few eubjects in common between 
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three wild, hopefiil boys, not yet laimclied in the 
World, and a grave, disappointed, middle-aged man, 
who haß bome his share of action and of suJBFerIng, 
lias thought out half the illusions of life, and Kved 
out all its romance. If he talks gravely he bores, 
if playfully he puzzles, if cynically he demoralises 
them. To sink the tutor is subversive of discipline ; 
to preserve that character, ruinous to good-fellow- 
ship ; so long and weary silences were prone to 
settle over Mr. Areher's breakfast-table, relieved 
only by crunching of dry toast, applications for 
more tea, and a hearty consumption of broüed bacon 
and household bread. Of the three pupils, Dolly 
Egremont suffered these pauses with the most im- 
patience, betraying his feelings by restless contor- 
tions on his chair, hideous grimaces veiled by the 
tea-um from Mr. Archer's eye, and a continual look- 
ing for the postman (whose arrival could be seen 
from the dining-room Windows), unspeakably sug- 
gestive of a cheerless frame of mind described by 
himself as suppressed bore. 

Glancing for the hundredth time down the laurel- 
walk to the green gate, he pushed his plate away 
with a prolonged yawn, nudged Gerard, who sat 
beside him, with an energy that sent half that young 
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gentleman's tea into his breast-pocket, and burst 
forth as usual in misquoted verse — 

** She Said the day is dreary, 
He cometli not, she said ; 
None of us seem very cheery, 
And I wish I was in bed ! 

Do you know, sir, I think this 'weak and weary 
post, bare-beaded, sweating, knocking at the taverns,' 
must have got drunk already, and is not Coming 
here at all." 

Mr. Archer could not help smiling. 

" How you remember things that are not of the 
slightest use, Egremont," he observed.^ ** May I ask 
if you expect any letters of unusual importance this 
moming ? " 

"It's not that, sir," answered Dolly. "But a 
Government functionary, particularly a postman, has 
no right to be absent from his post. Mine is essen- 
tially a genius of method. I cannot bear anything 
like irregularity." 

" I am very glad to hear it," replied Mr. Archer 
drily. " I should not have thought it, I confess," 

" It's been my character from childhood," answered 
Dolly, gravely ; "though I must allow both Jerry 
here, and the Dandy, give me many an anxious 
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moment on that score. Not to mention the post- 
man — 

I hold that man the worst of public foes 

Who— look out, here he comes ! yes, there he goes ! " 

Everybody laughed, for Dolly was a privileged 
buffoon, and a servant entering at the moment 
with the bag, there was a general anxiety evineed 
while Mr. Archer unlocked it and distributed the 
Contents. Three for himself, none for Dolly, two for 
Barton, and one for Gerard Ainslie. 

The latter started and blushed up to his temples 
with snrprise and pleasure. It was the fitst 
" Official '^ he had ever received, and its envelope, 
fresh from the Horse Guards, was stamped with the 
important words " On Her Majestifs Service,^* 

He tore it open. It contained a snfficiently dry 
communication, informing him that he would shortly 
be gazetted to an ensigncy in an infantry regiment, 
and directing him to acknowledge its receipt to an 
" obedient servant" whose name he was quite imable 
to decipher. 

He pushed the open letter across the table to 
Mr. Archer, who, having just received some informa- 
tion of the same nature, expreesed no surprise, only 
observing — 
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""We ßliall be sorry to lose you, AinsKe; it is 
sooner than I expected. Make yourself easy about 
your examinations. I think you are sure to pass.'* 

He rose from the table, and tbe otbers rushed off 
to the pupil-room, overwhelming their companion 
witb questions, congratulations, and cbaff. 

" When must you go, Jerry?" " Are you to join 
directly, or will they give you leave P '^ " Don't 
you funk being spun ? " " Is it a good regimenf P 
How jelly to dine at mess every day ! " "I sliouldnH 
like to be a 'Grabby' though " (this from the 
Dandy) ; " and, affcer all, I'd rather be a private in 
the cavalry tban an officer in a regiment oifeet ! " 

It was obvious that Granville Burton's ränge of 
experience had never included stable-duty, and that 
he was talking of what he knew nothing about. 

Gerard Ainslie feit the esprit de corps already 
rising strong within him. 

" DonH you jaw, Dandy," he replied indignantly. 
" You're not in the service at all yet ; and I've 
always heard mine is an excellent regiment." 

" How do you know ? " laughed Dolly. " You've 
scarcely been in it a quarter of an hour. Never 
mind, Jerry, we shall be sorry to lose you. This old 
pupil-room will be uncommon slow with nobody but 
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me and Dandy to keep the game allve. The Dandy 
lias not an idea beyond tobacco — 

Yet it sliall be — ^I sliall lower to hiß level day by day, 
All that*8 fine within me growing coarse by smoking pipes 
of clay." 

" Pipes, indeed ! " exclaimed Burton literally. 
" I don't believe any fellow in the army smokes 
better weeds than mine. You told me yourseK, 
Dolly, yesterday, under the wiUows, that you never 
enjoyed a eigar so much as the one I gave you " 

** Oh! it was sweet, my Granville, to catcb tbe landward 

breeze, 
A-swing with good tobacco, by the mill beneath the trees, 
While I spooned the miller's daughter, and we listened to 

the roar 
Of the wheel that broke the water — and we voted you a 

bore ! " 

replied the incomgible Dolly. "Yes, you have a 
certain glimm ering of intellect as regards the Vir- 
ginian plant, but I shaU miss old Jerry awfully, just 
the same. So wiU you, so will * Nobs,' so will Fanny 
Draper. Don't blush, old man. She looked very 
sweet at you the day before yesterday ; and though 
the Dandy here had thrown bis whole mind into bis 
collars, be never made a race of it from the time she 
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caught sight of you tili the finish. Look here ! 
We'll all go down together, and you siiall wish her 
good-bye, and I'll have an improving conversation 
and a drop of mild ale with Grits — 

In yonder chair I see him sit, 
Three fingers round the old silver cup ; 
I see his grey eyes twinkle yet 
At his own jest. He drinks it up. 

A devilish bad jest, too ! I say, can't one of you 
fellows quote something now? I've been making 
all the rimning, and I'm blown at last." 

" It's about time you were ! " observed Burton, 
who had some difficulty in keeping pace with bis 
voluble companion. " You get tbese odds and ends 
of rbyme mixed up in your bead, and wben you 
go in for examination, tbe only tbing you'll pass 
for will be a lunatic asylum ! " 

" Not balf a bad club neitber ! " responded DoUy. 
" I saw a lot of mad fellows play a cricket matcb 
onee — Incurable Ward against Convalescents. The 
Incurables bad it bollöw. Beat 'em in one in- 
nings. I never knew a cbap so pleased as tbe mad 
doctor. Long-stop was very like * Nobs ;' and tbey 
all bebaved better at luncbeon tban eitber of you, 
fellows do. Jerry, my boy, you'll come and see us 
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before you join, I say, come in uniform, if you 
can." 

The propriety of following out tliis original Sug- 
gestion might have been canvassed at great length, 
but for the apparition of Mr. Archer's head at the 
pupil-room door, summoning Ainslie to a private 
interview in bis mnctum. 

" You will have to start at onee/' observed the 
tutor, looking keenly at his pupil, and wondering 
why the natural exultation of a youth who has re- 
ceived his first commission should be veüed by a 
shadow of something like regret. " I have a letter 
from your great-uncle, desiring you should proceed 
to London, to-night, if possible. It is sharp prac- 
tice, Ainslie, but you are going to be a soldier, and 
must accustom yourself to march on short notice. 
I recollect in India, — well, that'g nothing to do 
with it. Can you be ready for the evening train ?" 

" The evening train ! " repeated the lad ; and 
again a pre-occupation of manner Struck Mr. Archer 
as unusuaL " Oh, yes, sir ! *' he said, after a pause, 
and added, brightening up, " I should like to come 
and see you again, sir, when I've passed, and wish 
you good-bye." 

Mr. Archer waa not an impressionable person, but 
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he was touched ; neither was he demonstrative, still 
he grasped his pupil's hand with iinusual cordiality. 

" Teil the servants to pack your things," said he, 
" and come to me again at six o'clock for what money 
you want. In the meantime, if you have any fare- 
wells to make, you had better set about them, I 
have nothing further to detain you on my own 
account." 

Any farewells to make ! Of course he had. One 
fareweU that rather than forego he would have for- 
feited a thousand commissions with a field-marshars 
baten attached to each. He thought his tutor spoke 
meaningly, but this on reflection, he argued, must 
have been fancy. How should anybody have dis- 
covered his love for Norah Welby ? Had. he not 
treasured it up in his own heart, making no confi- 
dants, and breathing it only to the water-lüies on 
the marshes ? Within ten minutes he was speed- 
ing across those weU-known flats on a fleeter foot 
than usual, now that he had news of such import- 
ance to communicate at Marston Rectory. The 
exercise, the sunshine, the balmy summer air soon 
raised his spirits to their accustomed pitch. Many 
a dream had he indulged in during those oft-repeated 
walks to and from the presence of his ladye-love. 
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but the visions had never been so bright, so life- 
like, and so hopeful as to-day ! 

He was no longer the mere scboolboy ninning 
over dnring play-hoiirs to worship in hopeless adora- 
tion at the feet of a superior being. He was a 
soldier, offering a future, wortliy of her acceptance, 
to the woman he loved ; he was a knight, ready 
to carry her colours exultingly to death ; he was a 
man who need not be ashamed of offering a man's 
devotion and a man's truth to her who should here- 
after become his wife. Yes ; he travelled as far as 
that before he had walked a quarter of a mile. To 
be sure there was an immense deal to be got through 
in the way of heroism and ad venture indispensable 
to the working out of his plans in a becoming 
manner, worthy of her and of him. One scene on 
which he particularly dwelt, represented a night- 
attack and a storming-party, of which, of course, he 
was destined to be the leader. He could see the 
rockets shooting up across the midnight sky ; could 
hear the whispers of the men, in their great-coats, 
with their white haversacks slung, mustered ready 
and willing, under cover of the trenches. He was 
forming them with many a good-himioured jest and 
rough Word of encouragement, ere he put himself 
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at their head ; and now, with the thunder of field- 
pieces, and the rattle of small-arms, and groans and 
cheers, and shouts and curses ringing in his ears, 
he was over the parapet, the place was carried, the 
enemy retiring, and a decorated colonel, Struck down 
by his own sword, lay before him, prostrate and 
bleeding to the death ! A tableau, bright and vivid, 
if not quite so natural as reality. And all this, in 
Order that, contrary to the usages of polite warfare, 
he might strip the said colonel of his decorations, 
and bring them home to lay at Miss Welby's feet ! 
It was characteristic, too, that he never thought of 
the poor slain officer, nor the woman that may have 
loved him. 

Altogether, by the time Gerard reached the ;wdcket- 
gate in the Parsonage-waU, his own mind was made 
up, that ere a few minutes elapsed he would be 
solemnly affianced to Norah, aüd that their union 
was a mere question of time. N othing to speak of ! 
Say haK-a-dozen campaigns, perhaps, with general 
actions, wounds, Victoria Grosses, promotions, and 
so on, to correspond. 

Why did his heart fail him more than usual 
when he lifted the latch P Why did it sink down 
to his very boots when he observed no chair, no 
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book, no rickety table, no work-basket, and no wbite 
musKn on the deserted lawn P 

It leaped into bis moutb again tbough, wben be 
saw tbe drawing-room Windows sbut, and tbe blinds 
down. Even its outside bas a wonderfui faculty 
of expressing that a bouse is untenanted. And long 
before bis feeble suinmons at tbe door-bell produced 
tbe Cook, witb ber gown unbooked and ber apron 
fastened round «ber waist, Gerard feit tbat bis walk 
bad been in vain. 

" Iß Miss Welby at bome ? '^ asked be, knowing 
perfectly well sbe was not, and giving bimseK up 
blindly to despair. 

" Not at bome, sir," answered tbe cook, proffering 
for tbe expected card a finger and tbumb discreetly 
covered by tbe comer of ber apron. Sbe knew 
Gerard by sigbt, and was sligbtly interested in bim, 
as " Mr. Arcber's gent. wbat come after our young 
lady." Sbe was sorry to see bim look so wbite, and 
tbougbt bis voice strangely busky wben be de- 
manded, as a forlom bope, if be could see Mr. 
Welby ? 

" Not bere, sir ; tbe family be gone to London," 
sbe answered, resolutely ; but added, being mercifid 
in ber strengtb, " Tbey'll not be away for long, sir. 
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Miss Welby sald as they was sure to be back in six 
weeks." 

Six weeks I He Kterally gasped for breatk. The 
woman was about to offer him a glass of water, but 
he foTind his voice at last, and muttered, more to 
himseK than the servant, " Surely she woTild write 
to me ! I wonder if I shall get a letter P " 

" It's Mr. AinsKe, isn't it ? " said the cook, who 
knew perfectiy well it was* "I do think, sir, as 
there's a letter for you in the post-bag. I'll step in 
and fetch it." 

So she " stepped in and fetched it." She was a 
kind-hearted woman. Long ago she had lovers of 
her own. Perhaps, even now, she had not quite 
given up the idea. She was not angry, though 
many women would have been, that Gerard forgot 
to thank her — seizing the precious despatch, and 
carrying it off to devonr it by himself, without a 
Word : on the contrary, returning to her scrubbing 
and her dish-scouring, she only observed, "Poor 
young chap ! " comparing him, though disparagingly, 
with a former swain of her own, who was in the 
pork-butchering line, had a shock head of red hair, 
and weighed fourteen stone. 

Out of sight and hearing, Gerard opened his letter 
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with a beating heart. Its Contents afforded but cold 
comfort to one who had been lately indulging in 
visions such as bis. It was dated late tbe night 
before, and ran thus : — 

" Deab Mr. Ainslie, — ^In case you shonld call 
on US to-morrow, papa desires me to say that we 
shall be on our way to London. We are going to 
pay TJncle Edward a visit, and it is very uncertain 
when we retum. 

** I think I caught a glimpse of you fishing at 
E/ipley Bridge yesterday, and hope you had good 
sport. 

*' Yours sincerely, 

" L. Welby.'* 

It was hard to bear. Though he had now a cha- 
xacter to support as an officer and a gentleman, I 
shouldn't wonder if the tears came thick and fast 
into bis eyes while he folded it up. So cold, so dis- 
tant, so unfeeling ! And that last sentence seemed 
the cruellest stroke of all. Poor boy ! A little 
more experience would have shown him how that 
last sentence explained the whole — ^would have 
taught him to gather from it the brightest auguries 
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of success. TJnless offended, she would never have ; 

™t.,. in». ta.pt. ^,^.V^uldd,e X 

be offended^ unless she cared for him ? It was like 

a woman, not to resist inflicting that last liome- 

thrust ; yet to a practised adversary it would have 

exposed her weakness, and opened up her whole 

guard. But Gerard was no practised adversary, 

and he carried a very sore heart back with him 

across the marshes. The only consolation he coiüd 

gather was that Miss Welby had gone to London, 

and he would find her there. In this also he be- 

trayed the simplicily of youth. He had yet to dis- 

cover that London is a very large place for a search 

afber the person you are most desirous to see, and 

that, when found, the person is likely to be less 

interested in you there than in any other locality 

on the face of the earth. 




CHAPTER XI. 



PPOINTMBNT. 



Neither the threatened aix weeke, nor even five of 
them, had elapsed before Mr. Welby and bis daughter 
retamed to their pretty home. She had never feit 
so glad to get back in her life. Ainslie's stay in 
London had been so ahort as to preclude tbe possi- 
bility of bis seeking Norab witb any chance of suc- 
cess, and a combination of feeünge, amocgst vbich 
predominated no sligbt apprebension that ber &tber 
migbt open tbe letter, prevented bim from trusting 
one to be forwarded to ber young mistresa by bia 
friend the cook. So Miss "Welby retumed to Marston 
witb a firm convietion that Gerard was still at Mr. 
Arcber'B, and would cross tbe marshes to visit her, 
fond and aubmissive as umial. Sbe had forgiven 
him in her own heart long sgo. It burt it too mnch 
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to bear ill-will agamst its lord. The first day she 
was in London she found a hundred excuses for his 
fancied disloyalty ; the second, shed some bitter 
tears over her own cold, cniel letter ; by the end 
of the week had persuaded herseif she was quite in 
the wrong, liked him better than ever, and was 
dying to get home again and teil him so. She 
never doubted the game was in her own hands ; and 
although when the time for retnm drew near — acce- 
lerated awhole week at her request — she antieipated 
the pleasnre of punishing him just a little for render- 
ing her so imhappy, it was with a steadfast purpose 
to make amends thereafter by such considerate kind- 
ness as should rivet his fetters faster fhan before. 

She had said they were to be away six weeks; 
therefore, she told herseK there could be no chance 
of his Coming over for awhile, until he had learnt 
by accident they had retumed. ISTevertheless, on 
the very first day, she established herseif, with chair, 
table, and work-basket, on the lawn under the lime- 
tree; and was very much disappointed when tea- 
time came, and he had not arrived. 

ISText day it rained heavily, and this she esteemed 
fortunate, because, as she argued somewhat incon- 
sequently, it would have prevented his Coming at 
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any rate, and wonld afford another twenty-four hoxirs 
for the usual tide of coiintry gossip to carry him the 
news of her retum. The foUowing moming she 
was sure of h|m, and her face, when she came down 
to breakfast, looked as bright and pure as the Sum- 
mer sky itself. 

It was Norah's custom to hold a daily interview 
with the cook at eleven o'clock, avowedly for the 
purppse of ordering dinner ; that is to say, this do- 
mestic wrote down a ceirtoin, programme on a slate, 
of which, if she wished the repast to be well dressed, 
it was good policy in her yoimg lady to approve. 
On these occasions the whole economy of the house- 
hold came under discussion, and those arrangements 
were made on which depended the excellence of the 
provender, the tidiness of the rooms, the softness of 
the beds, and the orderly conduct of the servants. 
The third moming, then, after her arrival, the cook, 
an inveterate gossip, having exhausted such con- 
genial subjects as soap, candles, stock, dripping, and 
table-Unen, bethought herseif of yet one more chance 
to prolong their interview. 

^' The letters had all come to band safe,'^ she hoped, 
"according to the directions Miss Welby left for 
forwarding of them correct/' 
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Miss Welby frankly admitted they amved in due 
course. 

The Cook had been " careftd to post them herseK 
regulär, so as there could be no mistake. All but 
one. She'd forgotten to mention it^ and tbat was 
the very day as Miss Welby left/' 

Norab's heart leaped with a wild hope. CoTild it 
be possible that cruel, odious, vile production had 
never reached bim after all P 

The Cook proceeded gravely to excuse herseif. 

" She had seen«the address — ^it was the only letter 
in the box ; the yoimg gentleman come over himself 
that very moming, while she (the cook) was clean- 
ing up. He seemed anxious, poor young gentleman! 
and looked. dreadful iU, so she made bold to give it 
him then and there. She hoped as she done right.'^ 

Norah's oheek tumed pale. He looked ill — ^poor, 
poor fellow ! And he was anxious. Of course he 
was. No doubt he had hurried over to explain all, 
and had found her gone, leaving that cruel letter 
(how she hated it now !) to cut him to the heart. 
She had been rash, passionate, unkind, imjust ! She 
had lowered both herseif and him. Never mind. 
He would be here to-day, in an hour at the latest ; 
and she woTÜd beg pardon, humbly, fondly, pro- 
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mising never to mistrust nor to vex him again. 
Jf o ; there were no more ordere. The cook had done 
quite right about the letters, and they would dine 
at half-past seyen as usual. 

It was a relief to be left alone again with her 
own thoughts. It was a happiness to look at the 
lengthening shadows creeping inch by inch across 
the lawn, and expect him every moment now, as 
Inncheon came and went, and the aftemoon passed 
away. But the shadows overspread the whole lawn, 
the dew began to fall, the dressing-bell rang, and 
stül no Gerard Ainslie. 

Mr. Welby attributed his daughter's low spirits 
during dinner to reaction afler the excitement of a 
London life. He had feit it himseK many years 
ago, and shuddered with the remembrance even 
now. At dessert a bright thought Struck him, and 
he looked up. 

'^^ It's the archery meeting to-morrow at Oakover. 
Isn't it, Norah P My dear, hadn't you better go P " 

"I think I shall," answered Miss Welby, who 
fidly intended it. " Perhaps Lady Baker will take 
me. If she can't, I must fall back on the Browns.'' 

" My dear, I will take you myself," replied her 
father stoutly, while he filled his glass. 
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She looked pleased. 

" Oh, papa, how nice ! But, dear, you'U be so 
dreadfully bored. There's a cold diimer, you know. 
And the thing laets all day, and dancing very likely 
at night. However, we can come away before tbat." 
You're an nnselfish girl, Norah," said her fatlier, 
as you always were. I teil you I'U go, and I'U stay 
and see it out if they dance tili dawn. You shall 
drive me there witb the ponies, and they can come 
back and bring the brougham for us at night. No, 
you needn't thank me, my dear. I'm not so good 
as you think. I want to have a few hours in Van- 
deleur's library, for I*m by no means satisfied with 
the * Sea-breeze Chorus* in any of my editions here. 
It seems clear one word at least must be wrong. 
The whole spirit of the ' Medea,' the ' Hecuba,' and, 
indeed, every play of Euripides — But I won't inflict 
a Greek particle — no, nor a particle of Greek — on 
you, my dear. Eing the bell, and let's have some 
tea." 

So Norah went to bed, after another day of disap- 
poiutment, buoyed up onee more by hope, — Gerard 
was sure to be at the archery meeting. Mr. Archer's 
young gentlemen always made a point of attending 
these gatherings ; and Dolly Egremont had, on one 
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occasion, even taken a prize. " Tes," thought Miss 
Welby, " to-morrow, at last, I am sure to meet him. 
Perliaps lie is offended. Perhaps he wonH speak to 
me. Never mind ! He*ll see I'm sony at any rate, 
and he'U know that I kaven't left off caring for him. 
Yes, I'U put on that lilae he thought so pretty. 
It's a Kttle wom, but I don't mind. I hope it won't 
rain ! I wish to-morrow was come ! " 

To-morrow came, and it didn't rain, Starting 
after luncheon in the pony-carriage, Norah and her 
father agreed that this was one of the days sent 
expressly fromParadise for breakfasts, fStes, pio-nics^ 
&c., but which so rarely reach their destination. 

At Oakover everything seemed in holiday dress 
for the occasion. The old trees towered in the fuR 
luxuriance of summer foliage. The lawn, &esh 
mown, smiled smooth and comely, like a clean- 
shayed face. The stone balustrades and gravel 
walks glared and glittered in the sun. The garden 
was one blaze of flowers. ALready a flapping 
marquee was being pitched for refreshments, and 
snowy bell-tents dotted the sward, for the different 
purposes of marking scores, assorting prizes, and 
carrying on flirtations. The targets, leaning back- 
ward in jovial defiance, offered their roimd bluff 
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faces with an air that seemed to say " Hit me, if you 
can !** and it is but justice to admit that, in one or 
two instances, they had paid the penalty of their 
daring with. a flesli wonnd or so about the rims. 

When Mr. Welby and his daughter arrived oh 
the ground, a few flights of arrows had already been 
shot, and the archers were Walking in bands to and 
fro between the butts, with a solemnity that denoted 
the graye nature of their pastime. Well might old 
Froissarty on whose countrymeny indeed, a flight of 
English arrows made no sKght impression, describe 
our people as ^' taking their pleasure sadly, after the 
manner of their nation/' 

If there was one social dnty which Mr. Vandeleur 
fulfilled better than another, it was that of receiving 
his guests. He had the knack of putting people at 
ease from the outset. He made them feel they were 
conferring a fayonr on himself by yisiting his home> 
while at the same time he preserved so much of 
dignity and self-respect as conyeyed the idea that 
to confer fayonrs on such a man was by no means 
waste of conrtesy. For Mr. Welby he had a cordial 
greeting and a jest, for Norah a gracefdl compli- 
ment and a smile« 

" The shooters have already begun, Miss Welby/* 
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Said he, tuming to welcome a fresh batcli of guests ; 
. " and there's tea in the large tent. If you miss your 
chaperone at any time, you will be sure to find him 
in tlie library." 

So Norah walked daintily on towards the targets, 
and many an eye foUowed ber with approving glances 
as she passed. It is not every woman wbo can walk 
across a baU-room, a lawn, or such open space, 
unsupported, with dignity and ease. Miss Welby's 
undulating figure never looked so well as when thus 
Seen aloof from others, moying smooth and stately, 
with a measured step and graceAil bearing pecu- 
liarly her own. The smooth, elastic gait was doubt- 
less the result of physical symmetry, but the inimit- 
able charm of manner sprang &om combined modesty 
and self-respect within. 

Welby, a few paces behind, feit proud of his hand- 
some daughter, looked it, and was not ashamed eyen 
to profess his admiration. There was a quaking 
heart all the time though under this attractive ex- 
terior. With one eager, restless glance Norah took 
in the whole Company, and Gerard was not there. 
Worse still, Dolly Egremont had just made a "gold," 
and Dandy Burton was shooting aimlessly over the 
target. 
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Poor Norah began to be very unhappy. Luckily, 
however, she got hold of Lady Baker, and that wel- 
come dowager, who was rather deaf, rather blind, 
and rather stupid, offered the best possible refuge 
tili a fellow-pupil should come up to make his bow, 
and she might ask — in a roundabout way, be snre — 
what had become of Gerard Ainslie. 

Mr. Archer's young gentlemen had hitherto taken 
adyantage with considerable readiness of the very 
few opportunities that offered themselves to pay 
attention to Miss Welby. To-day, nevertheless, 
perverse fate decreed that both Egremont and 
Burton should be so interested in their shooting as 
to remain out of speaking distance. The Dandy, 
indeed, took his hat off with an elaborate flourish, 
but having been captured, in the body at least, by 
a young lady in pink, was unable, for the present, 
to do more^than express with such mute homage his 
desire to lay himself at Miss Welby's feet. 

It was weary work that waiting, waiting for the 
one dear face. Weary work to see everybody round 
her merry-making, and to be hungering still for the 
presence that would tum this penance into a holiday 
for herseif as it was for the rest. There was always 
the hope that he might come late with Mr. Archer, 
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who had not appeared. And to so frail a stranc? 
Korah. climg more and more tenaciously as the daj 
went down, and this her last chance died out too. 
Even Lady Baker remarked the wom, weary look 
on that pale face, and proposed the nsual remedy 
for a heart-ache in polite circles, to go and have 
some tea. 

« This Standing so long would fonnder a troop- 
horse, my dear," said her ladyship. " Let's try for 
a cup of tea. Mr. Vandeleur told me it was ready 
two hours ago/* 

Norah assented willingly enough. He might be 
in the tent after all, and for a whüe this spark of 
hope kindled into flame, and then went out like 
the rest. 

In the tent, however, were collected the smartest 
of the county people, including several young gentle- 
men professed admirers of Miss Welby. They 
gathered round her the instant she appeared. Partly 
yielding to the exigencies of society, partly to the 
force of habit, partly to intense weariness and vexa- 
tion, she joined in their talk, accepting the incense 
offered her with a Kveliness of tone and manner 
betrayed for the first time to-day. Lady Baker 
began to think her young friend was " rather giddy 
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for a clergyman's daughter^ and a oonfirmed flirt, 
like the rest of them." 

And so the day wore on, and the shooters iin- 
stning their bows, making excnses for their ineffi- 
eiency. Presently, the prizes were distributed^ the 
Company adjoumed into the house, rumours went 
about of an impromptu dance, and people gathered in 
knots^ as if somewhat at a loss tili it shonld begin. 
Mr. Vandeleur moTing from group to group, with 
^leasant words and smiles^ at last stopped by Korah, 
ii.nd keeping on the deafest side of Lady Baker, 
observed in a low tone — 

" Your father is still wrestling hard with a Greek 
misprint in the library. He won't want you to go 
Äway for hours yet. We think of a little dancing, 
Miss Welby ; when would you like to begin P '* 

It was flattering to be thus made queen of the 
xeyels ; he meant it should be, and she feit it so. 
Still she was rather glad tiiat Lady Baker did not 
hear. She was glad, too, that her host did not 
secure her for the first quadrille, when she saw 
Dandy Burton advancing with intention in his eye, 
and she resolved to extract from that self-satisfied 
young gentleman all the information for which she 
pined. 
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Vandeleur had debated in his own mind wlietlier 
he shoidd dance witli her or not, but, having a 
certain sense of the fitness of things, deeided to 
abstain. 

" No ! hang it ! '* he said to himself that moming 
while shaving ; " affcer a fellow 's forty it 's time 
to shut up. I've had a queerish dance or two in 
my day, and I can't complain. How I could open 
their eyes here if I chose ! " and he chuckled, that 
nnrepentant sinner, over sundry well-rememberei 
scenes of reyelry and devilry in the wüd wicked 
times long ago. 

The band Struck up, the dancers paired, the set 
was formiifg, and Burton, closely pursued by Dolly 
Egremont, secured his partner. 

" Too late ! " exclaimed the triumphant cavalier 
to his fellow-pupil. "Miss Welby's engaged. 
Besides, Dolly, she considers you too fat to dance." 

An indignant disclaimer from Miss Welby was lost 
in Dolly's good-humoured rejoinder. 

" You go for a waist, Dandy," said he^ " and I 
for a ehest — ^that's all the difference. Besides, it's a 
well-known fact that the stoutest men always dance 
the lightest. You've got a Square — ^Miss Welby 
wiU, perhaps, give me the next round— 



^ 
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Tum, Fortune, tum thy wheel and lower tlie proud 
Dandy ! you dress too low, you dance too loud." 

But Miss Welby was afraid she couldn't — didn't 
think she should waltz at all — ^felt a little headache, 
and wondered how Mr. Egremont could talk such 
nonsense ! Then she took her Station by her partner, 
and began. It was more difficult to pump the 
Dandy than she expected. In the first place he 
had thrown his whole mind into his costiune, which, 
indeed, it is but justice to admit, left nothing to be 
desired; secondly, what little attention he might 
otherwise have spared, was distracted by the uncon- 
cealed admiration lavished on him by his vis-ä-vis, 
the young lady in pink ; and, thirdly, his own idea 
of conversation was a running fire of questions, 
without waiting for answers, fltemated by profuse 
compliments, too personal to be quite agreeable. 

" Don't you waltz, Miss Welby ? " said he, the 
instant they paused to allow of the side couples. per- 
forming the dignified motions they had themselves 
executed. " You^ve got just the figure for waltz- 
ing ; I'm sure you must waltz well. Now I think 
of it, I fancy I*ve seen you waltz with Gerard 
Ainslie." 

Perhaps Jie had. Perhaps that was the reason 

VOL. I. L 
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slie didn't waltz now. Perliaps she had made 
this absentee a promise that men selfislily exact, 
and even loving women accord rather imwillingly, 
never to waltz with anybody eise. Perhaps a differ- 
ence of opinion at a previous archery meeting of 
whicli we have lieard may have arisen from a dis- 
cussion on tliis very subject. I know not. At any 
rate, here was an opening, and Norah took advan- 
tage of it. 

*'He's a good waltzer — Mr. Ainslie," said she, 
drearily. " Why is he not here to-night ? " 

" Do you think he is quite a good waltzer ? " 
asked her partner. " He dances smoothly enough, 
but don't you think he holds himself too stiflFP 

And then, a fellow can't dance, you know, if 

It's your tum to go on ! " 

An untimely interruption, while she carried out a 
ridiculous pantomime with the gentleman opposite 
— a Swing with both hands in the Dandy's — ^and a 
retum to the previous question. 

"You were going to teil me why Mr. Ainslie 
didn't come with you." 

" I don't want to talk about Ainslie," answered 
the Dandy, with a küling smile. " I want to talk 
about yourself, Miss Welby. That's a charming 
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dress youVe got on. I had no idea lilac could 

Tlie others are waitmg for iis to begin." 

And so the grand round came, and still Norah. 
had not extorted an answer to the question next her 
heart. She looked paler and more dejected than 
ever when her partner led her through the dancing- 
room, proposing wine-and-water, ices, and such re- 
storatives. She was very heart-sick and tired — ^tired 
of the dancing, the musie, the whole thing — ^not a 
little tired of Dandy Burton himself and his plati- 
tudes. Succour, however, was at hand. Vandeleur had 
been watching her through the whole quadrille, only 
waiting his opportunity. He pouneed on it at once. 

" You find the heat oppressive, Miss Welby/* said 
he, extricating her from Burton's arm, and ofiering 
his own. " I never can keep this room cool enough. 
Let me take you to the conservatory, where there is 
plenty of air, and a fountain of water besides to 
souse you if you turn faint/* 

It was a relief to hear his cheerftd, manly tones 
after the Dandy's vapid sentences. She took his 
arm gratefully, and accompanied him, followed by 
meaning glances from two or three observant ladies, 
who would not have minded seeing their own 
daughters in the same Situation. 




CHAPTER Xn. 



"This is delightfull" ezclaimed Norah, drawing 
a füll breath of the pure, cool uiglit air, that played 
tkrough the roomy coneervatory, and looking round 
in admiration on the quaintly-twieted pillars, the 
inlaid payement, the gUttering fountaiD, and the 
painted lanteme hanging amonget broad-leafed 
tropical plants and gorgeous ßowers. It eeemed a 
diflferent world from the ball-room, and would have 
been Paradise, if only Gerard had been there ! 

" I am glad you üke it, Mise Welby," said Van- 
deleur, mth a fiattering emphasis on the pronoun, 
"Now sit down, while I get you some tea, and 
X'll giYe you leave to go and dance again direcÜy 
I see more coloar in your face. I take good care of 
you, don't I P " 
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" Tou do, indeed ! " she answered gratefully, for 
to the woimded, anxioiis heart there was something 
both soothing and reassuring in the kindly manner 
and frank, manly voice. 

A certain latent energy, a suppressed power, 
lurked about Vandeleur, essentially pleasing to 
women, and Norah. feit the influence of these male 
qualities to tbeir ftdl extent while he brought ber 
tbe promised tea, disposed her cbair out of tbe 
draught, and seated bimself by her side. 

Tben be led tbe conversation gradually to tbe 
news sbe most desired to bear. It was Vandeleur's 
babit to aflPect a good-bumoured superiority in bii 
intercourse witb yonng ladies, as of a man wbo was 
so mucb tbeir senior, tbat be migbt profess interest 
witbout consequence and admiration witbout imper- 
tinence. Perbaps be fonnd it answer. Perbaps, 
after all, it was but tbe resnlt of an inberent 6on- , 
hommie, and a frankness bordering on eccentricity. 
At any rate, be began in bis nsual strain^ — 

" How kind of you, Miss Welby, to come and sit 
quietly witb an old gentleman in an ice-bouse 
wben you migbt be dancing forty miles an bour 
witb a young one in an oven. Dandy Burton, 
or wbatever bis name is — tbe man witb tbe sbirt- 
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front — ^must hate me pretty cordially. That's 
another conquest, Miss Welby ; and so is his friend, 
the fat one. You spare none of ns. Old and yoiing ! 
No quarter. No forgiveness. Let me put your cup 
down ! '' 

" I like the fat one best/* she answered, smülng, 
while she gave him her cup. 

He moved away to place it in safety, and she did 
not fail to notice with gratitude that he kept his back 
tumed while he proceeded : — 

" The other's the flower of them aU, Miss Welby, 
to my fancy, and I am very glad I was able to do 
him a tum. He got his commission, you know, the 
very day you left Marston. I should think he must 
have joined by now. I dare say he is hard at work 
at the goose-step already.'* 

When he looked at her again, he could see by 
the way her whole face had brightened that she 
heard this inteUigence for the first time. He 
observed, with inward satisfaction, that there could 
have been no interchange of correspondence ; and 
reflecting that young ladies seldom read the papers 
very diligently, or interest themselves in gazettes, 
was able to appreciate the value of the news he 
had just commtmicated. 
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Iforah preserved her self-command as, whatever 
may be their weakness linder physical pressure, the 
youngest and simplest woman can in a moral emer- 
gency. It was unspeakable reKef to leam tliere 
was a reason for liis past neglect and present non- 
appearance; but she feit on thoms of anxiety to 
bear where he had gone, wbat be was doing, wben 
tbere would be a cbance of seeing bim again ; and 
therefore she answered in a calm, cold voice tbat 
by no means deceived ber companion — 

" I never beard a word of it ! I am very glad 
for Mr. AinsKe's sake. I beKeve be was exceed- 
ingly anxious to get bis commission. Ob ! Mr. Van- 
deleur, bow kind of you to interest yourself about 
bim!" 

" We are all interested in bim, I tbink, Miss 
Welby,'* be answered witb a meaning smile. " I 
told you long ago I tbougbt be bad tbe makings of 
a man about bim. Well, be bas got a fair start. 
We won't lose sigbt of bim, any of us ; but you 
know be must foUow up bis profession." 

Sbe knew it too well, and woidd not bave stood 
in tbe way of bis success ; no, not to bave seen bim 
every day, and all day long. And now, wbile sbe 
feit it migbt be years before tbey would meet again. 
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there was yet a pleasure in talklng of him, after tlie 
suspense and uncertainty of the last three days, that 
threw a reflected glow of interest even on the per- 
son to wliom slie could unbosom herseif. Next to 
Gerard, though a long way ofp, and papa, of course, 
slie feit slie liked Mr. Vandeleur better than any- 
body. 

He read her like a book, and continued to play the 
same game. 

" I thought you would be pleased to know about 
him," Said he, keeping his eyes, according to eus- 
tom, averted from her face. " The others are all 
very well, but A in slie is really a promising lad, 
and some day, Miss Welby, you and I will be proud 
of him. But he's only reaehed the foot of the 
ladder yet, and it takes a long time to get to the 
top. Come, Miss Welby, your tea has done you 
good. You're more like yourself again; and do 
you know that is a very becoming dress you have 
got on? I wish I was young enough to dance 
with you, but I'm not, so I'U wateh you instead. 
It's no compliment to you to say you're very good 
to look at indeed." 

" I am glad you think so," she answered, quit- 
ting his arm at the door of the dancing-room ; and 
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he fancied, though it was probably only fancy, that 
she liad leaned heavier on it while they retumed. 
At any rate, Vandeleur betook himself to the society 
of liis other guests, by no means dissatisfied with 
tbe progress be bad made. 

And Norab embarked on tbe intricaoies of tbe 
" Lancers/' under tbe pilotage of Dolly Egremont, 
wbo contrived to make ber laugb beartily more 
tban once before tbe set was finisbed. Sbe re- 
coveredher spirite rapidly. After aU. wa« she not 
young, bandsome, well-dressed, admired, and fond 
of dancing? Sbe put off reflection, misgivings, 
sorrow, memories, and regrets, tili tbe ball was over 
at least. Lady Baker, dull as sbe migbt be, was 
yet snfficiently a woman to notice tbe cbange in ber 
young friend's demeanour, and baving seenber come 
irom tbe conservatory on tbeir bost's arm, not only 
drew ber own conclusions, but confided tbem to 
ber neigbbour, Mrs. Brown. 

"My dear,'* said ber ladysbip, "Fve found out 
sometbing. Mr. Vandeleur will marry agaia ; — ^you 
mark my words. And be's made bis cboice ia tbis 
very room to-nigbt." 

Mrs. Brown, a lady of mature years, witb ratber 
a false smile, and very false teetb, sbowed tbe wbole 
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of them, well pleased^ for she owned a marriageable 
daughter, at that moment flirting egregioudy with 
Vandeleur, in the same room ; but her face feil 
when Lady Baker^ whose impartial obtuseness spared 
neitlier friend nor foe, continued in the samemonoto- 
nous voice — 

*'He might do worse, and be might do better. 
He's done some foolisb tbings in bis life^ and perbaps 
be tbinks it's time to reform. I bope be will, Tm 
snre. Sbe's giddy and fligbty, no doubt ; but I 
dare say it's tbe best tbing for bim, after all ! '* 

Mrs. Brown assenting, began to bave doubts about 
ber daugbter's cbance. 

" Wbo is it ? and bow d^e know ? '^ sbe demanded 
ratber ansterely, tbougb in a gnarded whisper. 

" It's Norab Welby, and I beard bim ask ber," 
replied Lady Baker recklessly, and in an audible 
voice. 

" Poor girl ! I pity ber ! '* said tbe otber, toucb- 
ing ber forebead, as sbe passed into tbe supper-room 
and commenced on cold cbicken and tongue. 

Sbe pitied berself, poor Norab, an bour afterwards, 
looking blankly out from tbe brougbam window on 
tbe dismal grey of tbe summer's moming. Papa 
was fast asleep in bis comer, satisfied witb Im 
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victory over the Greek particle, and thorouglily 
persuaded that Iiis darling liad enjoyed her dance. 
The pleasure, the excitement was over, and now the 
reaction had begiin. It seemed so stränge, so blank, 
so sad, to leave one of these festive gatherings, and 
not to have danced with Gerard, not even to have 
Seen him; worse than all, to have no meeting in 
antioipation at which she conld teil him how she had 
missed him, for which she could long and connt the 
honrs as she used to do when every minute brought 
it nearer yet. What was the use of connting hours 
noiw, when years would intervene before she shonld 
look on his frank young face, hear his kind, melo- 
dious voice ? Her eyes filled and ran over, but papa 
was fast asleep, so what did it signify P She was so 
lonely, so miserable ! In all the darkness there was 
but one spark of light, in aU the sorrow but one grain 
of consolation. Strangely enough, or rather, perhaps» 
according to the laws of sympathy and the force of 
association, that light, that solace seemed to identify 
themselves with the presence and companionship 
of Mr. Vandeleur. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



GOOSE-STEP. 



Fbw places could perliaps be less adapted for a pri- 
vate rehearsal than the staircase of a lodging-honse 
in a provincial town ; — a provincial town enlivened 
only by a theaf re open for six weeks of tbe year, and 
rejoicing in the occasional presence of tbe depot from. 
which a marching regiment on foreign service drew 
its supplies of men and officers. Nevertheless, tbis 
unpromising locaKty had been selected for tbe pur- 
pose o£ studying bis part by an individual wbose 
exterior denoted be could belong to no otber pro- 
fession tban tbat of an actor. As tbe man stood 
gesticTilating on tbe landing^ be appeared uncon- 
scious of everytbing in tbe World but tbe cbaracter 
it was bis purpose to aßsume. Fanny Draper, 
dodging out of a smaU, bumbly-fumisbed bed-room. 
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was somewhat startied by the energy with whlcli 
this entliusiast threw himself at her feet, and seizing 
her hand in both bis own, exdaimed witb alarming 
vehemence — 

" Adorable being, has not your beart long since 
apprised ye that Einaldo is your devoted slaveP 
He loves ye ; be worsbips ye ; be lives but in your 

glances ; be dies beneatb your " 

" Lor, Mr. Bruff/' exclaimed Fanny, *' wby, bow 
you go on ! I declare love-making eeems never to 
be out of your bead." 

Mr. BruflP, tbus adjured, rose, not very nimbly, to 
bis feet, and assuming, witb admirable versatility, 
wbat be believed to be tbe air of a man of con- 
sununate fasbion, apologised for tbe eccentricity of 
bis demeanour. 

" Madam," said be, " I feel tbat on tbis, as on 
former occasions, your penetration will distinguisb 
between tbe man and bis professional avocations* 
I am now engrossed witb tbe part of a lover in 
genteel comedy. My exterior will doubtless suggest 
to you tbat I am— eb? wbat sball I sayp — nbt 
exactly disqualified for tbe cbaracter ! " 

Fanny ^lanced at bis exterior — a square figure, a 
tigbtly-buttoned coat, a close-sbaved face, marked 
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with deep lines^ and illumined by a praminent red 
nose. 

She laughed and shook her head. 

" Don't keep me long then, Mr. BruflP, and don't 
make love to me in eamesf> pleaae, more than you 
can help." 

While she spoke she looked anxiously along the 
passage, as though afraid of Observation. 

Mr. BruflP at once became Einaldo to the core. 

"Stand tJiere, madam^ I beg of you," said he. 
*'Alittle farther oflf, if you please. Head tumed 
somewhät away, and a softening glance. Could you 
manage a softening glance, do you think, when I 
cpme to the cue ^ and dies beneath your scorn ?* Are 
you ready ?" and Mr. BruflP plumped down on hiß 
knees once more to begin it all over again. 

Fanny threw herseif into the part. It was evi- 
dently not the first time that she had thus seryed 
as a lay-fiigure, so to speak, for the prosecution of 
Mr. BruflP's studies in his art. She sneered, she 
flouted, she bridled, she languished, and finally bent 
over his close-cropped head in an access of tender- 
ness reHeved by a flood of tears, with an air of pas- 
Bionate reality that, as Mr. Bruff observed while he 
wiped the dost from his trousers, and the perspira- 



GOOSE-STEP. 159 

tion from liis face^ was '^more toucliing, and infinitely 
more true, than nature itself." 

" You were bom to be an actress/' said he ; " and 
I shall take care that you have bo3?:-orders every 
night while our Company remains. It is a pleasure 
to know, even in such empty houses as these, that 
there is one person to whom a man can play and feel 
that his efforts are appreciated, and the niceties of 
his calling understood/' 

Then Mr. Bruff lifted his hat with an air com- 
bining, as he was persuaded, the roistering demeanour 
of professed libertinism with the dignity of a stage 
nobleman, äiele Louis Quatorze, and went his way 
rejoicing to the adjacent tavem. 

Fanny must^ indeed, have been a good actress. 
No sooner was he gone than her whole face feil, and 
on its fresh rosy beauty came that anxious look it is 
so painftd to see in the countenances of the young, 
the look that is never there unless the conscience be 
ill at ease. The look of a wounded, weary spirit 
dissatisfied with itself. She waited on the landing 
for a minute or two, listening intently, then stole 
down-stairs, glided along the passage on tip-toe, and 
with a pale cheek and beating heart turned the 
handle of the sitting-room door. 
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The apartment was empty, and Fanny drew breatli. 
On the table lay a letter that had arrlyed bnt a few 
minutes by the post. She ponnced i^Km it, and fled 
npstairs as noiselessly, bat £Eir more qnickly than 
she came down. Then she locked the door, and tore 
open the enyelope with the cmel gestnre of one who 
destroys some yenomous or obnoxious reptile. 

Had she been bnt half an hour later, had the post 
been delayed, had an aecident happened to the maü- 
train, my story wonld never haye been written. 
Ah ! these little bits of paper, what destinies they 
carry abont ^th them, tmder their trim enydopeB 
and their demnre, neatly-written addresses! We 
stick a penny stamp on their outside^ and that modest 
insnrance coyers a freight that is sometimes worth 
more than all the gold and silyer in the conntry. 
How we thirst for them to arriye ! How blank cur 
iaces, and how dull onr hearts^ when th^ fail ns ! 
How bitter we are, how nnkind and nnjnst towards 
the gailtless correspondent^ whom we make answer- 
able for a hnndred possibilities of aecident ! And 
with what a reaction of tendemess retums the flow 
of an affection that has been thus obstmcted for a 
day! 

Fanny read the letter oyer more than once. The 
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first time her face took the leaden, ashy liue of tlie 
dead ; but her courage seldom failed her long, either 
for good or evil, and there was a very resolute loojc 
about her eyes and mouth ere she was half-way 
through the second perusal. Had it reached its 
rightfiil owner, I think it wonld have been covered 
with kisses and laid next to a warm, impulsive, 
wayward, but loving heart. It was a production, 
too, that might have been read aloud at Charing 
Gross without prejudice to the writer's modesty and 
fair fame. Here it is : — 

** Dear Mr. AiNSLiE, — ^I have to thank you for 
your letter in papa's name and my own. He was 
very much pleased to hear you had joined your 
regiment, and we aU wish you every success and 
happiness in your new profession. We were disap- 
pointed not to see you before you left Mr. Archer, 
who always speaks of you as hia favourite pupil; 
and, indeed, I had no idea, when we went to London, 
that you were going to leave our neighbourhood so 
soon. "We should certainly have put off our joumey 
for a day or two had we thought we were not even 
to bid you good-bye. But you know you have our 
very best wishes for your welfare. I wül give your 
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message to papa^ and shall be so glad to liear again 
if we can be of aay Service to you here. Even if 
you have nothiag very partictilar to say, you may find 
time to send ns a few Hnes. Yonr favonrite roses 
are not yet faded, and I gathered some this mom- 
ing, wliich are standing on my writing-table now. 
Good-bye, dear Mr. AinsKe. With kindest regards 
from US all, believe me ever 

" Yours very truly, 

"Leonora Welby/* 

" Maxston Rectory, Sept. — ^th." 

Then tbe last page was crossed (quite unneces- 
sarily, for tbere was plenty of space below the sig- 
nature) with two lines, — " I tbink I bave written 
you a letter as correct and proper as your own, but 
I was 80 glad to get it all tbe same/^ 

Fanny 's smile was not pleasant wben sbe concluded 
tbis barmless effiision. It deepened and bardened 
round her moutb, too, wbile sbe placed tbe letter 
in an envelope, sealed it carefully, and directed it to 

Jobn Vandeleur, Esq., Oakover, sbire ; but it 

lefb ber face very grave and sad, under a smart little 
bonnet and double black veil, wbile sbe walked 
stealtbily to tbe post-office and dropped ber missive 
in tbe box. 



GOOSE-STEP. 163 

She had plenty of time to spare. Gerard was 
still in the litÜe mess-room of tlie 250tli Eegiment^ 
Smoking a cigar^ after the squad drill it was necessary 
lie sliould undergo, and thinking of ]^orali, perhaps 
less than nsnal^ becanse he was persuaded that his 
own letter must ere this have come to hand and 
that she wonld answer it at once. 

He had joined his regimeat, or rather its depöt, 
immediately on his appointment, without availing 
himself of the two months' leave indulgently granted 
by the Horse Guards on such occasions, — ^his great- 
nncle, an arbitrary and nnreasonable old gentleman, 
haying made this condition on purchasing the com- 
mission and outfit for his relative. Ainslie arrived 
in barraoks consequently without uniforms, and with- 
out fumiturOy so he leamed a good deal of his 
drill in a shooting-jacket ; and as the depöt was 
on the eve of a march^ took cheap lodgings in the 
neighbourhood, which he seldom visited but to dress 
for dinner and go to bed. He had led this lifo 
for some little time before he could summon up 
courage to write to Miss "Welby, and he was now 
looking forward with a thrill of delight to finding her 
answer at his lodgings, when he retumed, which he 
meant to do the moment he had finished his cigar. 
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The conversation of Ensign AiDslie and hia cc 
rade8, 1 am boiind to admit, was not inatmctiYe i 
even amuBiug. They were smoking, and partf^ 
also of Eoda-water strengthened by stimiilants, ii 
bare, comfortless, little room, littered with ne 
papers, and redolent of tobacco, both stale ( 
freali. Time seemed to hang heavy on their hai 
Ttey loimged and straddled in every variety 
attitude, on hard wooden chaire ; and they 8p( 
in every variety of tone, from the gruff basa of 
red-faced Veteran to the hroken /alsetio of the late 
joined recruit. A jaded mess-waiter, or a ti 
orderly- Sergeant, appeared at intervala ; but si 
intemiptiona in no way affected the flow of eon\ 
eation, which tumed on the personal charms ol 
lady, ascertained to have arrived lately in 
town, and the mystery attached to her choice 
residenoe. 

Captain Hughes, a colonial lady-killer of mi 
experience, expressed himself in terms of (inqoalil 
approval. 

" The best-looking woman I've eeen since w» j 
HancheeteT," insisted the Captain, dogmatica] 
" I followed her all the way down Market Stn 
yesterday, and I giye you my hononr, sir, she's 
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straiglit on her ankles as an opera-dancer ; with a 
figure — I haven't seen such a figure since I got 
my Company. I'U teil you; she reminded me of 
* the Slasher/ You remember ' the Slasher/ Jones ? 
— girl that threw you over, last fall, so coolly, at 
Quebec/' 

Jones, a young warrior of fair complexion, and 
unobtrusive manners, owned that he had not for- 
gotten ; blushing the whüe uncomfortably, because 
that " the Slasher's " glances had wounded him in 
a vital place. 

" I know where she lives, too," resumed the 
Captain, triumphantly. " I followed the trail, sir, 
like a Red Indian. Ah ! they can't dodge a fellow 
that's had my practice in the game, even if they 
want to, which they don't. I'd two checks — one 
at a grocer's, and one at a glove-shop ; but I ran 
her to ground at last.'* 

" You'U teil me ! " lisped little Baker, commonly 
called " Orumbs," the youngest of the party, senior 
only to Gerard in the regiment, but looking like a 
mere child by his side. " You'U teil me, of course, 
because I'm in your own Company. You can't get 
out of it; and we'll walk down this aftemoon, and 
call together." 
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'^Cmmbs!" obseired his captain, impressiTely; 
''jrou're the last man in the regiment I*d tmst." 
(Cmmbs looked immensely delighted). ^'Besides, 
Ton little beggar, yoa ought to be back at sckool ; 
and if I did mv dntr as the Captain of yonr Com- 
panTy I'd make the Adjutant wiite to your mother 
and teil her so/' 

'^ Cmmbs/' no whit abashed, oideied a tambler 
of brandy and soda as big as himself, fix>m which. 
he presently emerged, breathless, and obsenred, for 
anybody to take up— " Ainslie's out you all out. 
He lodges in the same house ! " 

Eyerj^ eye was now tumed on Ainslie, and Cap- 
tain Hughes began to fear a rival in the line he 
had followed hitherto with such success. '' I don't 
think it can be the same woman/' said he, checking 
the mirth of the youngsters with a frown. «She 
lives in Ainslie's lodgings, I grant you, but she 
can only haye come there yesterday, or I must haye 
Seen her before. Isn't it so, Ainslie ? " 

" You know more about it than I do," answered 
the unconscious Gerard. " The only women IVe 
Seen in the house are Mother Briggs herseif and a 
poor servant-girl they call H'Ann — very streng of 
the H. It must haye been Mother Briggs you 
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followed Lome, Hughes. I'U congratulate her on 
her conquest when I go back." 

But Captain Hughes^ uettled by loud sbouts of 
laughter^ vigorously repudiated such, an accusation, 
and indeed seemed inclined to treat the matter 
with some sHght display of temper, when the 
harmless Jones, who had been cooling his face by 
looking out at window, changed the subject for 
another almost equally congenial to his comrades. 

^^Bless'd if there isn't Snipe dismounting at the 
gate ! " he exclaimedjoyfully ; " there's a drummer 
holding his nag. What a spicy chestnut it is ! 
EoUoa, Snipy! come in, won't you, and have a 
B. andS.P" 

A voice was heard to reply in the affirmative; 
and before the B. and S. — signifying a beaker of 
brandy and soda- water — eould make its appearance, 
Mr. Snipe walked into the room, and sat himself 
down amongst the officers with some little shame- 
facedness, whioh he strove to conceal by squaring 
his elbows, pulling down his shirt-cuflfe, and coaxing 
a luxuriant crop of brown whiskers under his chin. 
Mr. Snipe was one of those enterprising indiyiduals 
who make a liyelihood by riding steeplechases, and 
are yet aupposed by a pious fiction never to receiye 
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money for thus exerting their energies and risking' 
their necks. Conceming Mr. Snipe's antecedents, 
the officers of the 250tli were pleasantly Ignorant. 
He liad rented a farm, and failed. Had gone 
into business as a horse-dealer, and failed. Had 
been appointed to the Militia, but somehow never 
joined bis Corps. Had been, ostensibly, in aU 
the good things of the Turf for the last three 
years ; yet seemed to be none the richer, and none 
the less himgry for a chance. Had been even 
taken into partnership by a large cattle dealer, 
when at his lowest ebb, and bought out of the 
concem by his confiding principal before three 
months expired. Mr. Snipe always said he wa» 
too sharp for the business, and, I believe, his partner 
thought so too. Since then he had been riding at 
all weights, over all courses, wherever horses were 
pitted against each other to gallop and jump, or to 
be pulled and fall, as the case might be, and the 
trainers' Orders might direct. Mr. Snipe had figured 
in France, in Germany, in Belgium, and once on a 
thrice auspicious occasion had been within a stirrup 
leather's thickness of winning the Liverpool ; that 
is to say, but for its breaking he couldn't have 
lost ! He seemed in easy circumstances for a con- 
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siderable period after this misfortune, smoked ihe 
best of cigars, and drank a pint of eherry every day, 
between luncbeon and dinner-time. 

This gentleman was a wiry, well-built, athletic 
man, somewhat below tbe middle size, but extremely 
streng for bis weigbt. He could shoot, play rackets> 
whist, and cricket better than most people, and was 
a consummate horseman on any animal under any 
circumstoQces. His countenance, though good-look- 
ing, was not prepossessing ; and bis manners argued 
want of confidence, not so mucb in bis impudence as 
in bis social standing. Wbat be migbt baye been 
among ladies I am not prepared to say, but be 
seemed awkward and ill at ease even before such 
indulgent critics as the officers of tbe 250tb Foot. 

He carried it off, however, with a certain assump- 
tion of bravado, oud entered tbe mess-room with 
tbat peculiar gait — ^half limp, half swagger — ^wbich 
it is impossible for any man to accomplish wbo does 
not spend the greatest part of his life in tbe saddle. 
Captain Hughes, as possessing an animal of bis 
own in training, treated bim with considerable 
deference ; wbile tbe younger officers, including 
Jones, gazed on bim with an admiration almost 
sublime in its intensity. 
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" How's the liorse ? *' said this worthy, addreeging 
himself at once to the Captain, without taking any 
more notice of his entertainers than a down-cast, 
circidar half-bow, to be divided amongst them; 
"hoVs 'Booby by Idle-boyP' Tou haven't 
scratched him, have ye, at the last minute P I teil 
ye, he'll carry all the money to-morrow ; and he 
ought to be near winning, too— see if he won't ! " 

"The horse is doing good work/' answered 
Hughes, delighted to be thus recognised in his 
double oapacity of sportsman and dandy before all 
his yoimg admirers. " I make no secrets about him. 
He gaUoped this moming with * Fleur-de-Lys/ 
and he will run to-morrow strictly on the Square/' 

Mr. Snipe shot a glance from his keen eye in 
the speaker's face, and looked down at his own boots 
again directly. 

" Of course ! of course ! *' he repeated ; " and 
you can't get more than two to one about him, 
neither here nor in town. Who's to ride him, 
Captain? I suppose you couldn't get up at the 
weight ? " 

" Impossible," answered Hughes, complacently, 
and trying to look as if he had eyer dreamt of such 
a thing. "My brother officer, Mr. Ainslie, has 
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promised to steer him for me to-morrow ; and I 
agree with yon we have a very fair chance of 
winning." 

Gerard, thus distinguished, came forward from 
the fire-plaoe, and observed, modestly.: 

" I'll do my best ; but you know, Hughes, I have 
never ridden a hurdle-raee in my lifo/' 

Mr. Snipe's little red betting-book was half-way 
out of his pocket, but at this candid ayowal he 
thrust it back again unopened. His quick eye had 
taken in Gerard's active figure and frank, fearless 
face, without seeming to be lifted from the ground ; 
and he knew how dangerous, on a good horse, was 
an inexperienced performer, who would go away 
in front. On second thoughts, however, he drew it 
out once more ; and taking a pull at his brandy and 
soda, asked, in a very business-like tone — 

" What will anybody lay me against * Lothario ? ' 
I'll take six to one he's placed. First, second, or 
third — ^1, 2, 3, or a win. Oome ! he's as slow as a 
mile-stone, but he can stay for a week. I'U take 
five if I ride him myself ! " 

Then began a hubbub of voices, a production of 
betting-books, and a confusion of tongues, in the 
midst of which Gerard made his escape to his own 
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lodgings, and mshed to the table whereon he was 
accustomed to find his letters. Something like a 
pang of real physical pain sliot through. him to see 
it bare, and for one moment he feit bitterly angry 
m his disappointment. The next came a rash of 
contending feelingsr— love, humüiation, mistrust, 
despondency, and a morbid, tinworthy desire that 
she, too, might leam what it was to snfifer the pain 
she had chosen to inflict. Then his pride rose to 
the rescue, and he resolved to leave off caring for 
anything, take lifo as it came, and enjoy the material 
pleasores of the present, nnbnrdened by thought for 
the foture, still less (and again the pain shot through 
him) hannted by memories of the past. Altogether 
he was in a likely frame of mind, when fairly 
moimted on " Booby by Idle-boy," to make the pace 
very good before he was caught. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

WEARING THE CHEEN. 

The hnmours anii events of a remote countiy race- 
couTse would be iaterestmg, I imagine, only to the 
moet eporting readers ; and for such there is an 
ample suppl;' provided in a periodical literatare, 
exclusively devoted to those amusemeuts or purauits 
wbich many people niake the chief businesB of life. 
It is unnecessaiy, therefore, to dwell npon the 
Tarious incidents of such a gathering : the feeble 
hüstle at the raÜTray Station, the spnrious ezcitemeiit 
promoted hy early beer at the hotel, the general Stag- 
nation in the streets, or the dreary appearance of 
that thinly-sprinkled meadow, which on all other 
days in the year was calied the Cow-paature, but on 
this occasion was entitied the Bace-oourse. Let us 
rather take a peep at the horees themselves as they 
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are walked to and fro in a rafled-off space, behind 
a rongh wooden edifice doing duty for a stand, and 
judge with onr own eyes of their claims to success. 

There are four about to start for the hurdle race, 
and two of tliese, " Tom-tit '* and " The Conspirator/' 
are so swaddled up in clothing, tliat nothing of them 
is to be detected saye some doubtfiil legs and two 
long Square tails. Their riders are drinkin g sherry, 
with very pale faces^ preparatory to " weighing in ;*' 
and it is remarkable that their noses borrow more 
colour irom the generons fluid than their cheeks. 
Notwithstanding so re-assuring an employment, they 
have little confidence in themselves or their horses. 
They do not expect to win, and are not likely to be 
disappointed ; for having heard great things of 
" Booby by Idle-boy/' and entertaining besides mis- 
giyings that Mr. Snipe would hardly have brought 
^'Lothario'^ all this distance for nothing^ it has 
dawned upon them that they had better have sayed 
their entrance-money. Besides^ they have even now 
seen some work-people putting up the hurdles, and 
they wish they were well out of it altogether. 

Mr. Snipe, on the contrary, olad in a knowing 
great-coat, with goloshes over bis neat racing boots, 
and a heavy straight whip under his arm, walks into 
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the enclosure, accompanied by a friend as sharp-look- 
ing as himself, with his usual downcast glances and 
equestrian shamble, but with. a confiden^e in bis own 
powers that it requires no sberry to fortify nor to 
create. He supenntends carefally the saddling and 
bridling of Lothario, an attention the animal acknow- 
ledges by laid-back ears and a wellHUrected attempt 
to kick his Jockey in the stomach. Mr. Snipe grins 
playfully. " If you was only as fond of me as I am 
of you !" says he, between his teeth ; and taking his 
friend's arm, whispers in his ear. The Mend — 
who looks like a gambling-honse keeper out of em- 
ployment — disappears, losing himself with marvellous 
rapidity in the crowd beneath the staoid. 

And now Gerard, clad in boots and breeches of 
considerable pretension, and attired in a green silk 
jacket and white cap — ^the colours of Captain Hughes 
— emerges firom thie weighing-shed, where he has 
first pulled down the indispensable twelve stone ; and 
surrounded by admiring brother officers, walks 
daintily towards his horse. The young man's eye is 
bright, and the colour (Stands in his cheek. He 
means to wi)i if be can, and is not the least nervous. 
Captain Hughes, who thinks it looks correct to be on 
extremely confidential terms^ remains assiduously at 
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hiß elbow, and whispers instructions in bis ear from 
time to time^ as lie lias seen great noblemen at Ascot 
do by some celebrated Jockey. " Don't disappoint 
tbe horse, Gerard/' says he, one minute ; " Perbaps 
you'd better wait on Lotbario, and come wben you 
see Snipe begin/* tbe next ; witb varions otber 
directions of a contradictory nature, to eaxih of wbicb 
Gerard contents bimself by answering, " All rigbt !'* 
meaning religiously to do bis very best for tbe race. 

But if tbe rider's nerves are imsbaken by tbe pros- 
peet of a struggle for victory, as mucb cannot be said 
for tbe borse. " Booby by Idle-boy " is not qnite 
tborougb-bred, but bas, nevertbeless, been put 
tbrougb so severe a preparation tbat it migbt bave 
served to disgust an " Eclipse." In tbe language of 
tbe stable, be bas been " trained to fiddle-strings ; '* 
and neitber courage nor temper are tbe better for 
tbe ordeal. His skin looks smootb, but bis flanks 
are bollow ; bis eye is excited, bis ears are restless ; 
be cbamps and cbums at bis bridle tiU tbe foam 
Stands tbickly on tbe bit ; be winces at tbe sligbtest 
movement, and betoays altogether an irritable desire 
to be off, and get tbe wbole tbing over, tbat argues ill 
for success. 

Mr. Snipe^ sitting at bis ease on Lotbario, watcbes 
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his adversary, swung by a soldier-servant into the 
saddle. 

" I'm blessed if the young 'un isn't a workman ! " 
he mutters, while he marks Gerard's easy seat, and 
the Kght touch with which one hand fingers the rein, 
while the other wanders caressingly over the horse's 
neck ; but his quick eye has already marked that the 
Booby's curb-chain is somewhat tight, and sidling 
up just out of kicking distance, Mr, Snipe renews 
his offer to take five to one about " his own brüte/' 
observing that "it is a sporting bet, for he does 
not really beKeve Lothario has the ghost of a 
chance ! " 

Gerard declines, however ; alleging that he is 
only there to ride, and knows nothing about the 
merits of the horses, while he tums Booby out of the 
enclosure, and sends him for a "spin'' down the 
course, foUowed by the others, with the exception of 
Mr. Snipe, who contents himself with a mild, 
shuflBüig little apology for a trot, that by no means 
enhances Lothario's character amongst the spectators. 

They are much more pleased with the " Booby 
by Idle-boy,'* who goes raking down the meadow, 
reaching wildly at his bridle, and givingthe rider 
a great deal of unnecessary trouble to steady and 
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keep his hcad in the right place. Gerard handles 
him with great skill, and pulling up opposite the 
stand, receives yet further instruetions from Captain 
Hnghes, who has already got his glasses out of 
thelr case. 

" Don't disappoint him, Gerard ! '' he reiterates 
loudly, looking round the while for the applause he 
considers his due. " Make the pace as good as you 
can ! Come away with him in front, and win as you 
like ! '' 

Mr. Snipe here telegraphs a nod to his fnend 
under the stand, and that speculator, after a few 
hurried words with a respectable farmer and an 
oflBcer of the ^Oth, takes a pencil from his mouth 
and writes something down in a little red book. 

Kie Starter, a neighbouring Master of Harriers, 
already brandishes a flag in his band. Let us go 
up into the stand, and witness the race from that 
convenient vantage-ground. 

A very well-dressed woman, with a blaek veil over 
her face so thickly doubled as to serve ' for a mask, 
is looking on with considerable interest, and whisper- 
ing an Observation from time to time in the ear of 
her cavalier — a close-shaven man, with a prominent 
red nose. She is evidently nervous, and crushes into 
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illegible creases the printed card she holds in her 
hand. Mr. Bruff, on the contrary — for it is that 
celebrated actor who has taken on himself the pleas- 
ing task of attending Fanny Draper to the races — ^is 
minutely observant of the demeanour affected by 
tbose who ride. His manager meditates bringing 
out a piece of liis own writing, nnder tbe title of 
" Fickle Fortune ; or, the Gtentleman Jockey," and 

m 

Mr. Bruff cannot suffer such an opportunity as the 
present to go by unimproved. Every turn of Mr. 
Snipe's body, every inflection of his somewhat un- 
pleasant voice, is a lesson for the actor in the leading 
character he hopes hereafter to assume. 

Fanny gazes at öerard with all her eyes. There is 
something very romantie and captivating to her ill- 
regulated mind in the terms on which they stand. 
She is concemed in an intrigue of which he is the 
principal object ; she is living, unknown to him, 
in the same house ; she is watching his actions, and, 
above all, his correspondence, every hour of the day ; 
and she is doing her best and mcJcedest to detach 
him from the woman he loves. There is a horrible 
fascination in all this, no doubt ; and then, how well 
he looks in his silk jacket ! 

** IIc's a handsome fellow, too, isn't he, that one 
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in green P " she whispers to Mr. Bruff. " I hope 
he'U win, I'm sure — and I think he must ! " 

"He's well made-up," answers her companion, 
absently ; '' but he don't look the part like the qniet 
one. I see how it's done ! A meaning expression 
throughout ; a glanee that nothing escapes ; a flash 
at intervals, but the general tone very much kept 
down. It's original business. It's striking out a 
new Hne altogether. I think it ougnt to suit 
me!" 

Fanny tums very pale. 

" Bother ! " says she. *' They're off ! " 

So they are. After several false Starts, occasioned 
I am bound to admit by the perverseness of Mr. 
Snipe, and whieh nearly drive " The Booby " mad, 
while they elicit much bad language and a threat 
of complaint to the Stewards from the Master of 
Harriers, who is aecustomed to have things his own 
way, the four horses get off, and bound lightly over 
the first flight of hurdles, with no more interesting 
result than that Conspirator nearly imships his rider, 
and the Jockey of Tom-tit loses his cap. Then, 
keeping pretty elose together, they come round the 
far-end of the meadow at a pace more than usually 
merry for the commencement of a race, due to the 
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Tiolence of the Booby, increased by Lothario's proxi- 
mity at bis quarters. 

And now they reacb the second leap. Tom-tit, 
following the others, jumps it like a deer, but bis 
Jockey tumbles off, and lies for a moment motionless, 
as if he was hurt. 

Fanny begins to think it dangerous, and averts 
her eyes. 

" Is green still leadlng ? " she asks in a faint voice. 

'* Green stiU leading ! '' echoes Mr. Bruff ; but he 
is thinking less of the sport than of a peculiar twist 
in Mr. Snipe's features as he inspected the saddling 
of bis horse before the start. 

And now Conspirator is also out of the race, and 
the struggle is between Lothario and The Booby as 
they approach the last flight of hurdles. Fanny ean- 
not resist raising her head to look, but she is horribly 
frightened. Gerard gathers bis horse very skilfully 
for the effort, but The Booby, besides being fractious, 
is also blown. Mr. Snipe, too, on Lothario, has now 
come alongside, and without actually jostling him, 
edges bis own horse, which is in perfect command, 
near enough to bis adversary's to discompose him 
very much in bis take-off. The Booby, giving his 
head a frantic shake, sticks his nose in the air and 
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refuses to be pacified. Gerard is only aware that 
liis horse is out of liis hand, that thc animal has 
disappeared somehow between its rider's legs, that a 
green wall of turf rises pcrpendicularly in his face^ 
that nose, mouth, and eyes are filled with a sweet, 
yet acrid fluid, and that hc is swallowed up alive in 
a heaving, rolling, earthy, and tenacious embrace. 

What Fanny saw was a shower of splintered wood 
flying into the air, a horse's belly and girths, with 
four kicking legs striking eonvulsively upward, and 
a green jaeket motionless on the sward, shut in, ere 
she could breathe, by a swarm of dark, shifting 
figures, increasing in an instant to a crowd. 

She was not afraid now. " Mr. Bruff ! '* exelaimed 
the girl, clutching his arm in a vice, and tuming on 
him a white face and a pair of shining eyes that 
scared even the actor, " bring the fly down there — 
quick ! He musn't lie on the damp earth. Don't 
stop me. Before I get to him he might " 

She chokcd, without finishing her sentence, but 
she was out of the stand like a lapwing, while Mr. 
Bniff^, with almost equal alacrity, went to fetch the 

He could not but observe, however, that Mr. Snipe^ 
retuming to weigh after an easy victory, nodded his 
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head to liis confederate with a gestnre that was wortli 
rounds of applause. He OYerlieard; too> a r^mark 
that accompanied the action— 

" Tou may bid them a liundred-and-fifty for the 
Booby, if you can't get him for less. He'd have 
landed it if he'd been properly ridden, I'll lay two 
to one ! '' 




CHÄPTER XT. 

"THE WHITE WITCH." 

" It was a pity," said lialf the countj-, that Mr. 
Vandeleur " gave so UtÜe " at Oakover. Nerer was 
a place more adapted for out-of-door gatherings, 
having for their object the wearing of becoming 
dresses and the gencral discomiiture of the male 
sex. There were walka within half a mile of the 
house, along which it was impossible to stroU in 
Bafety with a fair coiupanion under a sunuiier sun. 
There were pheasant-houses to go and see, standing 
apart in conTenient nooks and ehaded recesses. There 
was a little lake, and on its eurface äoated a little 
Bkiff calculated to hold only two people at a time. 
Abore all, there was the spring of ice-cold water 
under the hill in the deer-park, that was obyiously 
a special piorision of nature for the promotion of 
pic-nicB. 
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It is one of the last fine days of a summer that 
lias lingered on into the early autumn. The blue 
sky 18 laced with strips of motionless white cloud. 
The sward is bumished and sUppery with long- 
continued drought. Not a blade of arid grass, not 
a leaf of feathery, yeUowing fem stirs in the warm, 
still, sunny atmosphere. Gigantic elms stand out 
in masses of foliage almost black with the Inxuri- 
ance of a prime that is just upon the tum ; and 
from their fastnesses the wood-pigeon pours its 
drowsy plaint — now far, now near, in all its repeti- 
tions suggestive still of touching memories, not 
unpleasing languor, and melancholy repose. The 
deer have retired to the farthest extremity of their 
haunts, scared, it would seem, by the white legs 
of two Oakover footmen, moving under an old elm, 
unpacking sundry hampers, and laying a largo 
tableeloth on the grass beneath. its shäde. Vande- 

r 

leur understands comfort, and with him a pic-nic 
simply means the best possible cold dinner that 
can be provided by a French cook, laid out by 
servants well-drilled in all the minute observances 
of a great house. To-day he has a gathering of his 
neighbours for the express purpose of eating and 
drinking in the deer-patk instead of the dining- 
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room. He is Coming up the hill now, waDdng 
slowly with a lady on liis arm, and followed by a 
pony-carriage, a barouche, and bis own mail-phaeton^ 
all freigbted witb guests wbo prefer a drive to a 
balf-mile walk, on so broiling a day. Tbe lady wbo 
bas taken ber bost's arm for tbe sbort ascent at tbe 
end of tbeir joumey is dressed, as nsual, in pink. 
Miss Tregunter bas been told by a gentleman now 
present tbat no colour suits ber so well. Conse- 
quently sbe is pink all over — pink dress, pink 
bonnety pink ribbons, pink cbeeks. " 'Pon my 
soul ! '' says Vandeleur, " you look like a picotee ! 
I baven't sucb a flower in tbe garden. I wonder 
wbeiber you'd bear transplanting ! " Miss Tre- 
gunter^ conscious tbat sucb a remark, tbougb it 
would almost amount to an offer from anybody eise, 
is only " Mr. Vandeleur's way,'' laugbs and blusbes, 
and puts ber pretty pink parasol down ,to bide 
her pretty pink face. 

Dolly Egremont, in tbe pony-carriage witb Miss 
Welby, begins to fidget ; and Dandy Burton wisbes 
be bad put on tbe oiber neckclotb — ^tbe violet one. 

Tbese two young gentlemen bave nearly com- 
pleted tbe term of tbeir studies witb Mr. Arcber. 
Stimulated by Geraxd's appointment, and fired vnük 
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noble emulation, they anticipate the dreaded ordeal 
of examination next week not withont misgivings, 
yet devoutly hope it may be tlieir luck to scrape 
throngli. 

Miss Welby looks very pretty, not only in the 
eyes of her father behind in tbe barouche — and 
persuaded but this very moming, witb a great deal of 
coaxing, to join the party — ^but in the opinion of 
every other gentleman present ; nay, even the 
ladies^ though they protest she is not " their style/' 
cannot but admit that ''the girl has some good 
points about her, and wonld not be amiss if she 
didn't look so dreadfully pale, and had a little more 
colonring in her dress." 

Norah does look pale, and quiet as is her costume, 
it shows more colour than her cheek. Truth to teil, 
Miss Wdby is very unhappy. Day after day she 
has been expecting an answer from Gerard to her 
kind, playAü, and affectionate letter, but day after 
day she has been disappointed. Her heart sinks 
when she reflects that he may be ill — ^that some- 
thing dreadful may have happened to him, and 
she knows nothing about it ; worse stiU, that he 
may have ceaaed to care for her, and what is there 
left then ? It galls and shames her to belieye that 
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he has used her badly ; and were he preaenty she 
might have coorage to show she was offended ; but 
he is &r away, and what is the use of pride or 
pique ? What is the use of anything ? It seems 
such a mockery to have the homage of eyery one 
eise and to miss the only eye firom whieh anadmiiing 
glance would be welcome; the only voice from. 
which one word of approval would thrill direct to 
her heart. 

She has selected Dolly for her companion in the 
pony-carriage because she cherishes some vague 
idea that Grerard liked him better than the others; 
but Dolly is unworthy of his good fortune, having 
eyes at present only for Miss Tregunter, whom in 
her pink dress this young gentleman considers 
perfectly irresistible. 

The rest of the party are paired off rather by 
chance than inclination. Dandy Burton has found 
himself placed side by side with Lady Baker, and 
feels thankful that their short drive will so soon 
be over, and he can select a more congenial com* 
panion for the rest of the aftemoon. 

Vandeleur, a thorough man of the world, and 
when once started quite in his dement on these 
occasions, belieyes that he has now paid sufficient 
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attention to Miss Tregunter, who, being an teiress, 
is supposed to exact a little more homage than 
worse portioned damsels^ and seeks for the face that 
tas begun to haunt him strangely of late — ^in liis 
business, in bis pleasures, in bis soUtary walks, even 
in bis dreams. Tbat face looks pale, imbappy, and 
a little bored, so tbe Sqnire of Oakover resolves to 
bide bis time. He bas played tbe game too often 
not to know its niceties, and be is well aware tbat 
if a woman feels wearied wbile in a man's society, 
sbe imreasonably connects tbe weariness ever after- 
wards witb tbe companion, ratber tban tbe cause. 
In tbe two or tbree glances be steals at ber, sbe 
seems to bim lovelier, more interesting, more be- 
witcbing tban ever. Happiness is to most faces a 
wonderM beautifier ; but tbere are people wbo look 
tbeir best wben tbey are wretcbed; and Norab 
Welby is one of tbem. 

Vandelenr tums away to bis otber guests witb a 
Strange gnawing pain at his heart, that he never 
expected to feel again. It reminds bim of tbe old 
timesy twenty years ago ; and be laugbs bitterly to 
think tbat wicked, and worn, and weary as be is, 
tbere sbould still be room in bis eyil breast for 
tbe sorrow tbat acbes, and rankles, and festers. 
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that according to a man's nature exalts him to 
the highest Standard of good, or sinks him to the 
lowest degradation of evü. Twenty years ago, too, 
he knows he was better than he is now. Twenty 
years ago he might have sacrifieed his own feelings 
to the happiness of a woman he loved. But Ufe 
is short ; it is too late for such childishness now. 

"Burton, take off those smart gloves, and cut 
into the pie. Miss Tregfunter, come a little more 
this way, and you will be out of the sun. Lady 
Baker, I ordered that shawl expressly for you to 
sit upon. Never mind the salad, Welby; they^ll 
mix it behind the scenes. Champagne — ^yes! 
There's claret-cup and Badminton, if you like it 
better. Mr. Egremont, I hope you are taking care 
of Miss Welby." 

Dolly, still imeasy about the pink young lady 
opposite, heaps his neighbour's plate with food, and 
fills her glass with Champagne. Miss Welby looks 
more bored than ever, and Vandeleur begins to 
fear his pic-nic will tum out a failure after all. 

The Dandy, seldom to be counted on in an emer- 
gency, advances, however, boldly to the rescue. 
He helps everybody round him to meat and drink. 
He compliments Miss Tregunter on her dress ; Miss 
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Welby, who eats nothing, on her appetite; and 
Lady Baker, who drinks a good deal, on her brooch. 
Then it is discovered that he can spin forks on a 
champagne-cork ; and by degrees people begin to get 
sociable, glasses are emptied, tongues loosened, and 
the deer, feeding half a mile off, raise their heads 
in astonishment at the babble of the human voiee. 

Presently somebody wants to smoke. It is not 
exactly clear with whom this audacious proposal 
originates, but Dandy Bnrton declares stoutly in 
fdvonr of the movement. Lady Baker, whom every 
one seems tacitly to suspect as a dissentient, has 
no objeetion, provided her glass is once more filled 
with Champagne. She even hazards an opinion 
that it will keep off the flies. Miss Tregunter would 
like to smoke, too, only she laiows it would make 
her head ache, and fears it might have results even 
more impleasant than pain. By the time the eigars 
are well under way, silence seems to have settled 
once more upon the party, but it is the silence of 
repose and contentment, rather than of shyness and 
constraint. 

Miss Welby, awaking from a profound fit of ab- 
straction, asks in a tone of injured feeling, " Why 
does nobody sing a song ? '* 
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" Why, indeed ? " says Vandeleur. ** If I tad 
cver done such a thing in my Kfe, I would now. 
Miss Tregunter, I know you can pipe more sweeüy 
than the nightingale — ^won't you strike up P " 

" No, I won't strike up, as you call it," answered 
Miss Tregunter, laughing ; " my poor little pipe 
would be lost in tliis wildemess. Jfothing but a 
man's voice will go down in the open air. Mr. 
Burton, I call upon you to begin." 

But the Dandy could not sing without bis music, 
nor, indeed, was he a very efficient perfonner at 
any time, altbougb be could get tbrougb one er 
two pieces creditably enougb in a room, witb 
somebody wbo understood bis voice to play tbe 
accompaniment, and everytbing eise in bis favour. 
He excused bimself, tberefore, looking imploringly 
at Dolly tbe wbile. 

Miss Tregunter followed bis glance. "You'U 
sing, I'm sure, Mr. Egremont,*' sbe said, ratber 
affectionately. "I know you can, for everybody 
says so ; and it seems so odd tbat I sbould never 
bave beard you ! " 

Dolly, like all stout men, bad a voice. Like all 
stout men, too, be was tborougbly good-natured ; 
so be would probably bave complied at äny rate> 
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but there was no resisting sucli an appeal, from 
Bucli a quarter. He looked admiringly in ihe young 
lady's face. 

« Willingly," said he. " What shaU I sing ? " 

" * Eule Britannia/ '' observed Norah, listlessly, 
and with a curl of her lip, sufficiently ungrateful to 
the willing performer. 

" 'No, no ! '' protested Miss Tregunter. " How 
can you, dear ? " 

"Well, *Grod save the Queen/ then/' suggested 
Miss Welby, who was obviously not in a good 
humour. 

" That always comes at the finish/' said Burton. 
" Don't be sat upon, Dolly. Put your other pipe 
out, and sing us the ' White Witch.' " 

" Why the ' White Witch ? ' " ajsked Vandeleur. 
" It sounds a queer name. What does it mean ? " 

" It don't mean anything,'' answered Dolly. " It's 
a song Gerard brought down from London before 
he went away. He was always humming it— very 
much out of tune. He said it reminded bim of 
somebody he knew. Very likely his grand- 
mother ! '' 

Norah Welby blushed scarlet, and then tumed 
pale. Nobody observed her but Vandeleur; and 

VOL. I. o 
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liis own brow darkened a good deal. '' Let ns harc 
it by all means ! " he said^ with admirable self- 
command, at tbe same time stretcbiiig forward to 
fill bis glass, and tbus Screening Miss Welbv from 
Observation. 

Dolly now Struck up in a ftdl mellow voice — 

" Haye a care ! Sbe is fair, 

The WMte Witch there, 
In her crystal cave, up a jewelled stair. 
She has spells for the liying would waken the dead, 
And they Inrk in the line of her Up so red, 
And they lurk in the tum of her delicate head, 

And the golden gleam on her hair. 

** Forbear ! Have a care 

Of her beauty so rare, 
Of the pale proud face, and the queen-like air, 
And the loye-lighted glances that deepen and shine. 
And the coil of bright tresses that glisten and twine. 
And the whispers that madden — ^like kisses, orwine. 

Too late ! Too late to beware. 

** Never heed ! Never spare ! 

Never fear ! Never care ! 
It 18 better to love, it is bolder to dare. 
Lonely and longing and looking for you, 
She has woven the meshes you cannot break through, 
She has taken your heart, you may follow it too. 

Up the jewelled stair, good luck to you there ! 

In the crystal cave, with the witch so fair, 

The White Witch fond and fSair." 



i( 



A bad imitation of Tennyson/' remarked Yandc- 
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leur. *' But well sung, Mr. Egremont, Ibr all that. 
I am eure we are very much obHged to you/* 

" I know I am/' said Miss Tregunter ; at which 
Dolly looked extremely gratified. "I am glad I 
haye lieard you sing, and I fiihould like to hear 
you again/' 

" It's certainly pretty ! " afiärmed Lady Baker> 
drowsily. " What is it all about P '' 

Norah's eyes looked very deep and dark, shining 
out of her pale face. '' I should like to have that 
song," said she, in a low voiee. " Mr. Egremont, 
will joa copy it out, and send it me ? " 

Vaudeleur flung the end of bis cigar away with 
a gesture of impatience, even of irritation. " Poor 
Ainslie ! " said be, in a marked tone ; " I wisb be 
badn't leffc Arcber's quite so soon." 

" Have you beard anytbing of bimP '* asked DoUy^ 
eagerly. ''Tbe place basn't been tbe same since 
be went away. A better cbap never stepped tban 
Ainslie, I'm sure I wisb be was back again.'' 

Alas, tbat on tbis yoimg gentleman's preoccupied 
beart tbe kindly glance tbat Norab now voucb- 
safed bim sbould bave been so completely tbrown 
away ! 

** I've beard no good of bim," answered Van- 
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deleur, gravely. " Young fellows are all wild ; and 
I'm the last man to object, but our friend has been 
doing the thing a little too imscrupulously, and I, 
for one, am very sorry for it." 

"He always wanted knowledge of the world/' 
observed Burton, in a tone of considerable self- 
satisfaction. " I knew he would come to grief, if 
they let him run alone too soon." 

" I'll swear he's never done anything really wrong 
or dishonoürable I " protested Dolly, in a great 
heat and fuss, which siirrounded him as with a 
glory in the eyes of Miss Welby. " I believe Gerard 
Ainslie to be the most perfeet gentleman in the 
World r' 

"I believe you to be the 'most perfectly good- 
natured fellow I know," answered Vandeleur, laugh- 
ing. " Come, it's cooler now, shall we take a stroU 
in the Park? By-the-bye, Miss Welby, I haven't 
forgotten my promise to show you the Bock House." 

Miss Welby's proud pale face grew prouder and 
paler as she bowed assent, and walked off with 
her host in the direction indicated. Vexed, wounded, 
and justly irritated, she could not yet reöist the 
temptation of trying to learn something definite 
conceming Gerard Ainslie. 




CHAPTER XVI. 



TIOIJS ^NEAS. 



" I'm borc<l about a friend of ours, Miss Welby," 
observed Vandeleur, preceding bis guest along a 
narrow patb througb the fem, out of hearing by 
tbe otber, aad careful not to look back m ber face. 
" Tbia way, and mind those brambles don't catch in 
your pretty dress, It isn't often I allow anything 
to vex me, but I am vexed with yoimg AmsUe. I 
thougbt him sucb a iiice, stntigbtforward, well- 
. disposed boy ; und above all, a tborougb gentleman. 
It only ehowB how one can be deceived," 

She feit ber cheek tum white and ber beart 
'istand still, but ber courage toso at the implied 
. Imputation, and sbe answered boldly : " Whatever 
inay be Mr. Aiaalie's faulte, he is the last person in 
the World I sbould suapect of anything false or un- 
gentlemanlike." 
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^^ Exactly wLat I have said all along/' assented 
Vandeleur ; " and even now I can scarcely bring 
myself to believe in the mischief I hear about him, 
tbough I grieve to say I have my information from 
tbe best authority." 

She stopped stört, and be turned to look at her. 
Vandeleur bad often admired a eertain dignity and 
-even baughtiness of bearing wbicb was natural to 
^orab. He bad never seen ber look so queen-like 
and defiant as now. 

" Wby don't you speak out, Mr. Vandeleur ? " 
sbe said, somewbat contemptuously ; " I am not 
^isbamed to own tbat I do take an interest in Mr. 
Ainslie. It would be stränge if I did not, consi- 
dering tbat be is a great friend of papa's, as well as 
miiie. If you know anytbing about bim, wby don't 
you proclaim it at once ? " 

He dropped bis voiee and came closer to ber side. 
** Sball I teil you wby I don't?" said be, tenderly. 
" Because I'm soft ; because I'm stupid ; because 
I'm an old fool. Miss Welby, I would rather cut 
my rigbt band off tban giYe you a moment's pain ; 
and I know your beart is so kind and good tbat it 
wo\dd pain you to bear wbat I bave leamed about 
Gerard Ainslie." 
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" You have no riglit to say so ! '* slie burst out, 
vehemently, but checked berself on the instant. **I 
mean you cannot suppose tbat it would pain me 
more than any of bis otber friends to bear tbat 
he was doing badly. Of course, I sbould be very 
fiojTy/' sbe added, trying to control ber voice, wbich 
fibook provokinglj'. "Ob, Mr. Vandeleur ! after all 
be's very young, and be's got nobody to advise bim. 
Can't you belp bim ? Can't you do sometbing ? 
Wbat is tbe matter? Wbat bas be really been 
about ? " 

** I scarcely know bow to teil you," be answered, 
sbaking bis bead witb an admirable assumption of 
consideration and forbearance. " Tbere are certain 
scrapes out of wbieb a young fellow may be pulled, 
bowever deeply be is immersed, if be will only take 
advice. IVe been in bundreds of tbem myself. 
But tbis is a different business altogetber. I've 
gone tbrougb tbe wbole tbing, Miss Welby. 
Heaven forbid you sbould ever leam one-tentb 
of tbe sorrows and tbe troubles and tbe eyils tbat 
beset a man's entrance on life! I baye bougbt 
my experience dearly enougb ; — ^witb money, witb 
anxiety, witb years of penitence and remorse. 
Pcoplc T\'ill teil you tbat Jobn Yandeleur bas 
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done everytliing, and been through eveiything, 
and got tired of everything. People will teil you 
a great deal about John Vandeleur that isn't true. 
Sometimes I wish it was! Sometimes I wish I 
could be the bard, beartless^ impenetrable old 
reprobate they make xne out. However, that's got 
notbing to do with it. All I say is, tbat even 
witb my experience of evil I don't know wbat to 
advise.'* 

" Is it money ? " she asked ; but ber very lips 
were wbite, and ber voice sank to a wbisper. 

" Far worse tban tbat ! " be exclaimed. " If it 
bad been only an aflTair of extravagance, it wonld 
never bave come to yonr ears, you maiy be sure ! 
After all, I like tbe lad immensely, and I would 
bave persuaded bim to allow me to arrange any- 
tbing of tbat kind in ten minutes. No, Miss 
Welby, it is not money; and not being money, 
can you guess wbat it is ? " 

Of eourse sbe could guess! Of course sbe bad 
guessed long ago! Of course tbe jealousy insepa- 
rable from love bad given ber many a painftil 
twinge during tbe last balf bour ; and equally, of 
course, sbe affected innocence, ignorance, profound 
indifference, and answered never a word. 
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He looked designedly away, and slie was grate- 
ful for his forbearance. " Not being money," he 
continued, " we all know it rnust be love. And yet 
I cannot call tliis unaccoiontable, this . incompre- 
hehsible infatuation, by so exalted a name. I 
teil you the whole tbing beats me from beginning 
to end. Here was a young man with every advan- 
tage of education and standing and.society, thrown 
amongst the nicest people in the neighbourhood, 
visiting at several of our honses, and populär with 
US all ; — a young man who, if he was like yoimg 
men in general, ought to have been doubly and 
triply guarded against anything in the shape of 
foUy or vice ; who shoidd have been under an 
influence the most likely to keep him pure, stain- 
less, and unselfish ; an influence that preserves 
almost all others, even old sinners like myself, 
from the very inclination to evil. And on the 
threshold of life he casts away every advantage; 
he sets propiriety at defiance; he outrages the 
common decencies of the world, and he hampers 

himself with Miss Welby, I ought not to go 

on — ^I ought never to have begun. This is a subject 
on which it is hardly fit for you and me to converse. 
See how well the house comes in from here; and 
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giye me your advice about taking out that dwarfed 
oak ; it hides more than half the conservatory.'' 

She could see neither dwarfed oak nor conser- 
vatory, for her eyes were beginning to cloud witt 
tears, bravely and fiercely kept back. But she had 
not reached the ordeal thus designedly to shrink 
from it at last; and though she spoke very fast, 
every sy Uable was clear and distinct while she nrged 
him to proceed. 

" Teil me the whole truth, Mr. Vandeleur, and 
nothing but the truth. I have a right to ask you. 
I have a right to know everything." 

So pale> so resolute, and so delicately beautiful ! 
For a moment his heart smote him hard. For a 
moment he could have spared her, and loved her 
well enough to make her happy, but even in his 
admiration his lower nature, never kept down tot 
years, gained the mastery, and he resolved that for 
her very perfection she must be his own. Again he 
tumed his head away and walked on in front. 

" I wiU teil you the truth,'* he said, with a world 
of sympathy and kindness in his voice. " Ainslie 
has been worse than foolish. He has been utterly 
dishonourable and unprincipled. He has taken a 
young girl of this neighbourhood away from her 
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home. They are together at this moment. You 
know her, Miss Welby. She is old Draper's 
daughter, at Bipley Mill. Come iuto the Bock 
House, and sit down. Is it not delightf ully cool ? 
Wait lier© half a minute, and I will bring you the 
purest water you ever tasted, from the spring at the 
foot of thoee steps." 

He was out of sight almost while he spoke, and 
she leaned her head against the cold slab whieh 
formed part of the grotto they had entered, feeling 
gratefiil for the physical comfort it afforded to sink 
into a seat and rest her aching temples even on a 
ston«. 

It was-over then — ^aU over now ! Just as she sus- 
pected throughout, and she had been right after all. 
Then came the dull sense of relief that in its hope- 
lessness is so much worse to bear than pain ; and 
she could teil herseif that she had become resigned, 
careless, stupefied, and hard as the rock against 
whieh she leaned her head. When Vandeleur came 
back, she looked perfectly tranquil and composed. 
Impenetrable, perhaps, and haughtier than he had 
ever seen her, but for all that so calm and self- 
possessed tho-t she deeeived even him. " She can- 
not have cared so much, after all," thought 
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Vandelenr ; " and there is a good chance for me 

He offered her some water, and she notiecd the 
quaint fashion of the silver cup in his hand. 

" What a dear old goblet," she said, spelling out 
the device that girdled it in ancient characters, 
ahnest illegible. " Do you mean to say you leave it 
littering about here ? " 

He smiled meaningly. " I sent it up on pnrpose 
for you to drink from. There is a story about the 
goblet, and a story about the -Rock House. Can you 
make out the motte ? " 

"Well, it's not very piain/' she answered ; " but 
give me a little time. Yes. I have it — ' 

* Spare youtli, 
Have rutli, 
Teil trutli.' 

It Sounds like nonsense. What does it mean ? " 
" It's a love story/' replied Vandeleur, sitting 

down by her side, "and it's about my grandmother. 

ShalllteUityou?" 

She laughed bitterly. " A love-story ! That 

must be ludicrous. And about your grandmamma» 

Mr. Vandeleur ! I suppose, then, it's perfectly 

proper. Yes. You may go on." 
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" She wasn't my grandmother then," said Van- 
deleur ; " on the contrary, she had not long been 
my grandfather's wife. She was a good deal younger 
than her husband. Miss Welby, do you think a 
girl could cäre for a man twenty years older than 
herseif?" 

She was thinking of her false love. "Why not," 
she asked, " if he was staunch and true ? " 

Vandeleur looked pleased, and went on with his 
story: — 

"My grandfather loved his yonng bride very. 
dearlv. It does not follow because there are lines on 
the forehead and silver streaks in the beard that 
the heart should have outlived its sympathies, its 
aflTections, its capability of self-sacrifice and self- 
devotion. It sounds ridiculous, I dare say, for 
people to talk about love when they are past forty, 
but you yonng ladies little know, Miss Welby ; you 
little know. However, my grandfather, as old a 
man as I am now, worshipped the very ground his 
young wife trod on, ^nd loved her no less pas- 
sionately, and perhaps more faithfully, than if he 
had been five-and-twenty. She was proud of his 
devotion, and she admired his character, or she 
would not probably have married him ; but her 
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heart had been touched by a young cousin in the 
neighbourhood, — only scratched, I think, not 
wonnded to hurt, you know, — and whatever sbe 
indnlged in of romance and sentiment, was asso- 
ciated with this boy's cnrly locks, smooth face, 
and frivolous, empty character. Tbere is a charm 
in youth, Miss Welby, I fear, fco* whieh truth, 
honour, Station, and the purest affection are no 
equivalents." 

She sighed, and shook her head. Vandeleur pro- 
ceeded : — 

" My grandfEither feit he was not appreciated as 
he deserved, and it out him to the heart. But he 
neither endeayoured to force his wife's inclinations 
nor watched her actions. One day, however, taking 
shelter from a shower under that yew-tree, ho heard 
his wife and her cousin, whö had been driven to the 
same refage, conyersing on the other side. He was 
obliged to listen, though eyery word spoken stabbed 
him like a knife. It was evident a streng flirtation 
existed between them. N" othing worse, I am bound 
to believe ; for in whose propriety shall a man haye 
confidence, if not in his grandmother's ? Neyer- 
theless, the hidden hnsband heard his wife tax her 
cousin with deceiying her, and the yoimg man 



PlOUS ^NEAS. 207 

excused himself on the grounds of his false positkni 
as a lover without hope. This was so far satisfactory. 
* And if your iLusband asked you whether you had 
Seen meto^ay, what sliould you answerP' demanded 
the coiisin. ' I should teil him the trutlx,' replied 
my grandmotlier. This was better stilL The next 
conmnmication was not quite so pleasant for the 
listener. His wife complained bitterly of the want 
of shelter in this, the only spot, she said, where they 
could meet without interruption ; in rain, she pro- 
tested, they must get drenched to the skin, and in 
hot weather there was not even a cup to drink 
out of fipom the spring. The oousin, on the other 
band, regretted loudly that his debts would drive 
him from the country, that he must start in less 
than a week, and that if he had but two himdred 
pounds he would be the happiest man in the world. 
Altogether it was obvious that the spirits of this 
interesting couple feil rspidly with their proe- 
pects. 

" The rain feil too, but my grandfeither was one of 
the first gentlemen of his day, and notwithstaiuüng 
the ducking he got, walked away through the 
heayiest of it, rather than remain for their leave- 
taking. We are a wild race, we Vandeleurs, but 
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there i» eame little good in us if you can onl j get 
at it/' 

'^ I am sure there is," said she absenüy ; " and, 
at lea«t, von have none of tou ever füled in lopdly." 

^' Thank you, Miss Welby/' said Yandelenr, now 
radiant. * ^* Loyal je serais durant ma tie ! ' Wdl, if 
you can stand any more aboat my grandmothery I 
will teil you exacüy wliat happened. It rained for 
three days without intennission— it sometimes doee 
in tliis countr}'. During tliat period an unknown 
band paid the cousin's debts, enabling bim to 
remain at bome as long as be tbougbt proper ; and 
on tbe fourtb moming, wben the sun sbone, my 
grandmotber, taking ber usual walk to tbe spring, 
found not only her cousin at tbe accustomed spot, 
but this Kock House erected to shelter her, and tbat 
silver cup ready to drink from, encircled, as you see 
it, with the motte you have just read. All these 
little matters were delicate attentions from a bus- 
band twenty years older than herseif ! " 

^^ He must have been a dear old thing ! " exclaimed 
Norab, vebemently. " Wasn't she deligbted ? And 
didn't she grow awfully fond of bim after all P '* 

" I don't know," answered Vandeleur very gravely, 
and in a low yoice tbat trembled a little. '^ But 
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V 

I am sure if she did not, he was a miserable man for 
his whole life. It is hard to give gold for silver, 
as many of us do ungrudgingly and by handfuls ; 
but it is harder still to offer bopes, happiness — 
past, present, future — your existence^ yonr very soul, 
and find it all in vain, because the only woman on 
earth for you bas wasted her priceless heart on an 
objeet she knows to be unworthy. She gives her 
gold for silver — ^nay, for copper; and your dia- 
monds she scoms as dross. I^ever mind! Fling 
them down before her just the same ! Better that 
they should be trodden under foot by her, than set 
in a Coronet for the brows of another ! Miss Welby 
— ^Norah ! that is what I call love ! An old man's 
love, and therefore to be ridiculed and despised ! '* 

She had shnmk away now, startled, scared by his 
vehemence ; but he took her hand, and continued 
very gently, while he drew her imperceptibly to- 
wardshim— 

" Forgive me, Miss Welby-* — ^Norah ! May I not 
call you I^orah ? I have been hurried into a confes- 
sion that I had resolved not to make for months — 
nay, for years — ^perhaps not tili too late even for 
the chance of reaping a^ything from my temerity. 
But it cannot be unsaid now. Listen. I have 

VOL. I. * p 
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loved you very dearly for long; so dearly that I 
coidd even have yielded up my hopes without a 
mnrmur, had I known your affections gained by 
one really worthy of you, and could have been con- 
tent with zny own loneliness to see my idol happy. 
Yes, I love you madly^ Do not draw away from 
me. I will never persecute you. I do not care 
what becomes of me if I can only be sure that you 
are contented. Miss Welby ! I offer all, and I ask 
for so little in retum ! Only let me watcb over 
your welfare, only let me contribute to your hap- 
piness; and if you can permit me to bope, say so ; 
if not, what does it matter P I shall always love 
you, and belong to you — ^like some savage old dog, 
who only acknowledges one owner — and you may 
kick me, or caress me, as you please/' 

She was flattered — ^how could she be otherwise ? 
And it was a salve to her sore suffering heart to 
have won so entirely the love of such a man— of 
this distinguished, well-known, experienced Mr. 
Yandeleur. As a triumph to her pride, no doubt 
such a conquest was worth a whole College of 
juveniles ; and yet, soothed pique, gratified vanity^ 
budding ambition — all these are not love, nor are 
they equivalents for love. 
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She knew it even at this moment ; but it would 
liave been lieartless, she thought — ^ungratefiil, iin- 
feeling — ^to speak harshly to him now. She drew 
her band away; but sbe answered in a low and 
rather tender voice, witb a smile that did not in 
tbe least conceal her agitation — 

" You are very noble and very generous. I could 
not have tbe beart to kick you, I am sure ! " 

" And I may bope ? " be exclaimed, exidtingly. 
But her face was now hidden, and she was crying in 
silence. 

He was eager for an answer. He bad played 
tbe game so well, be migbt consider it fairly won. 

" One word, Miss Welby — ^Norab, my darling 
Norab ! I will wait any time — I will endure any 
trial — only teil me tbat it will eome at last ! " 

" Not yet," sbe wbispered — " not yet ! " 

And witb tbis answer be was fain to content 
bimself, for no fartber syllable did Miss Welby 
utter tbe wbole way down tbe bill, tbe wbole way 
across tbe deer-park, tbe wbole way along tbe balf- 
mile avenue to tbe bouse. Tbey reacbed it like 
strangers, tbey entered it at diflferent doors, tbey 
mixed witb tbe varioxis guests as if tbey bad not 
a tbougbt nor an interest in common ; yet none tbe 
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less did Norah Welby feel that, someliow against 
her wiU, she was fastened by a long and heayy chain. 
and that the other end was held by Jolm Yandeleur, 
Esq., of Oakover. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE GIRLS WB LEAVE BEHIND US. 

Mr. Bruff never sees liis fellow-lodger now. If 
his entliusiasm for the profession impels him to 
Impromptu reliearsals, they must be dependent on 
the good*nature of old mother Briggs, or tlie 
leisure moments, not easily arrested, of tlie liard- 
worked ff Ami ! He is little impressed by female 
cbarms ; for altbougli, like actors in general, he 
looks of no particular age, and migbt be anytbing 
between thirty and sixty, Mr. Bruff has acquired 
that toughness of cuticle, both witbout and witbin, 
wbich defends tbe most sensitive of us after our 
fiftietb birthday ; and impassioned as he may appear 
in the character of a stage lover, to use bis own 
expression, be is "adamant, sir, adamant to tbe 
backbone ! '' in private life, Nevertbeless, be con- 
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siders the young lady he lias been in the habit 
of meeting on tbe stairs " a very interesting party ; '* 
and prcsiding as be does to-nigbt at a late supper, 
dramatic and convivial — tbe forerunner of speedy 
departure to another provincial tbeatre — be finds 
bimself tbinking more tban once of Fanny Draper's 
well-sbaped figure, mobile features, brigbt eyes, and 
pleasant saucy smile. He wonders wbo sbe is, and 
wbat sbe is. He wonders, witb ber natural powers 
of mimiery, witb ber flexibility of voiee and facility 
of exprcssion, witb ber advantages of appearaiice 
and manner, wby sbe does not take to tbe professicm, 
and appear at once upon tbe stage. He wonders 
(in tbe interval between a facetions toast and a comic 
song) wbetber ber residence in tbis dull provincial 
town is not intimately connected witb tbe presence 
of tbat young officer in wbose accident sbe took such 
obvious interest; wbetber it is a case of tbrilling 
romance, fit subject for a stock-piece, or of mere 
vidgar intrigue. He wonders wby sbe bas been 
absent from tbe tbeatre ; wby sbe bas retumed him 
tbe Orders be sent ber tbis very aftemoon ; wby he 
bas not met ber in tbe street or on tbe stairs ; and 
wbile be empties bis glass and clears bis voice for 
the Comic song, be wonders wbat sbe is doing now. 
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Fanny Draper is dreaming — dreaming"] broad 
awake — ^buried in ' a deep, Ugh-backed, wbite- 
covered armchair, with her eyes fixed on the 
glowlng coals of a fire that she makes up from time 
to time with noiseless dexterity, stealing anxious 
glanoes the wldle towards the close-drawn curtain^ 
of a large old-fashioned bed. It is long past 
xnidnight. Ifot a sound is heard outside in the 
deserted street, not a sound in the sick Chamber, 
but the measured tieking of a watch on the chimney- 
piece. Throughout the room there is every appear- 
ance of dangerous illness combated with all the 
appliances of medical skill and affectionate atten- 
tion. There are towels baking on a screen within 
reach of the fire-glow; layers of lint lie neatly 
packed and folded on Squares of oil-skin; long 
bandages, dexterously rolled and tied, wait only to 
be uncoiled with a touch; two or three phials, 
marked in graduated scale, stand on the dressing- 
table ; a kettleftd of water is ready to be placed 
on the hob ; and in a far-off comer, escaping from 
the lowest drawer of the wardrobe, peeps out a 
tell-tale cloth stained and saturated with blood. 

In that close-curtained bed lies Gerard Ainslie 
hovering between life and death. He has never 
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spoken since they lifted him from under bis liorse 
on tie race-course, and brouglit him home to his 
lodgingS; a crushed, mutilated form, scarcely breath* 
ing, and devoid of sight or sense. Mrs. Briggs 
opines it is " all over with him, poor young man ! 
though while there^s life there's hope o' coorse ! '* 
and ff Ann has been in a chronic state of smuts 
and tears since the day of the accident. But Fanny 
constituted herseif sick-nurse at once, and the doctor 
has told her that if the patient recovers it will be 
less owing to surgical skill than to her affectionate 
care and self-devotion. He had better have held 
bis tongue. Poor girl ! she never broke down tili 
then, but she went and cried in her own room for 
forty minutes after this outburst of professional 
approval. 

i/*he recovers ! Fanny has only lately leamt how 
much that little word means to her, — ^how entirely 
her own welfare depends on the life of this hapless 
yoimg gentleman, whom she once considered fair 
game for the enterprise of a coquette, whom she 
has been paid (how she winces with shame and pain 
at the remembrance !) — ^yes, paid to captivate and 
allore ! It was a dangerous game ; it was played 
with edged tools ; and not tili too late for salve or 
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plaster did the miller's daughter find out that she 
liad cut her own fingere to the bone. Now all she 
prizes and loves in the world lies senseless there 
within those close-drawn curtains; and her wilful 
heart has ceased beating more than onee when^ 
listening for the only sign of life the suflferer dis- 
played; she fancied his breathing had stopped, and 
all was over. 

To-day, however, there seemed to be a slight im- 
provement, though imperceptible, save to the eye of 
science. The doctor's face (and be sure it was eagerly 
watched) had looked a shade less solenm^ a thought 
more anxions. He was Coming earlier, too, than 
usual on the morrow. And had he not said once 
before that any change would be for the better? 
Surely it is a good omen. For the first time since 
she has taken possession of that deep armchair by 
the fire in the sick Chamber, Fanny suffers her 
thoughts to wander, and her spirit to lose itself in 
dreams. 

She reviews her life since she has beeu here — 
the new existence, brightened by the new feeling 
which has taken possession of her, body and soul. 
Thanks to Mr. Bruff's kindness, she has been often 
to the theatre ; and according to her natural ten- 
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dencies, has derived considerable gratification £rom 
her Tisits. In the two or three pieces she has wit- 
nessed she can remember every character, almoBt 
eveiy line of every part. Tt seems so foolish^ and 
yet so natural; to identify the hero with Gerard, the 
heroine with herseif. When Mr. Bruff, as Kinaldo, 
in a black wig, a black belt^ a pair of black boots, 
black monstaches, and enormous black eyebrows, 
declared his love to Helena, no people could be 
more different than that hoarse tragedian and dim, 
soft-spoken Gerard Ainslie. Yet it seems to her now 
that she was Helena, and Kinaldo was the young 
officer. When Bemard, in the £rigand*8 Bride, 
stuck a lighted candle into a barrel of gunpowder 
(ingeniously represented by a bushel of dirty 
flour), and dared his ruffian band, who " quailed, 
to use his own words, " before their captain's eye, 
to remain in circle round these combustibles, and 
thus vindicate the claims of the boldest to the best 
of the spoil — in this case consisting of the golden« 
haired Volante, a princess in her own right, in- 
curably in love with Bemard, of whom she was 
supposed to know nothing but that he had set her 
father's castle on fire, and carried hör off by main 
force as his captive; — ^why, I ask, should Fanny 
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Draper have longed to be placed in so false, not 
to say so perilous a position^ if only to be deKvered 
in tbe same imcomfortable manner by her own 
ideal of a lawless brigand^ carried out in the cba-^ 
racter of an ensign belonging to a marcliing regi- 
menty lately joined, and not yet perfect in bis drill ? 
Wby, indeed ! except that Fanny had fallen in love, 
and was mistress neitber of her tbougbts^ ber feel- 
ings, nor ber actions. 

Had it been otberwise, sbe feels sbe migbt bave 
done good business since sbe came to tbis obscure 
country town. Sbe migbt bave bettered ber posi- 
tion, and, for a person of ber Station, made no small 
progress, up tbe social ladder, in all bonour and 
bonesty. Not only on tbe stage bas sbe lately 
witnessed scenes of love-making and courtsbip. 

Fixing ber eyes on tbe gloomy coals, sbe bebolds 
again a drama in wbicb but very lately sbe enacted 
a real and an important part. Sbe is Walking down 
tbe Higb Street once more, in a grey silk dress, witb 
a qniet bonnet, and lavender gloves, and a get-up 
tbat sbe is well aware combines tbe good taste of 
tbe lady witb tbe attractions of tbe coquette. Sbe 
is overtaken by Oaptain Hugbes, wbo professes a 
8urprise tbus to meet ber; tbe more remarkable 
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that at the close of their last interview something 
very like a tacit agreement provided for their next 
to be held in this very spot. He asks leave, de- 
murely enough, to accompany her part of the way 
during her walk ; and when she aecords permission, 
she is somewhat startled to find the captain's nsual 
flow of conversation has completely failed him, and 
he seems to have discovered something of engrossing 
interest in the knot that fastens his sash. As the 
experieneed fisherman feels instinctively the rise 
before he strikes^ Fanny is as sure she has hooked 
her captain as if he was gasping at her feet; and 
is not the least snrprised when he does speak, that 
his voiee comes thick and hoarse like that of a man 
in liquor, or in love. 

He teils her the day is fine, the weather is altered 
for the better ; that there is no parade at the bar- 
racks to-morrow ; that the depöt is about to change 
its quarters ; that, for himself, he expects his Orders 
to join the service-companies forthwith ; and then 
— ^he stops, clears his throat, and looks like an 
idiot ! 

"It's Coming/' thinks Miss Draper; but she 
wonH help him, and he has recourse to his sash once 
jnore. 
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At last he gives a great gulp^ and asks her to 
accompany him. 

" He has watched her ever since she came. He 
has admired her from the first. He never saw such 
a girl before. She is exactly the sort he likes. He 
wishes he was good enough for her. Many women 
have thought him good enough for anything; 
xnany^ he is afraid, good-for-nothing ! What does 
she think ? He cannot live without her. It would 
break his heart never to see her again. He is going 
away. Will she accompany him ? " 

And Fanny, who through all the struggles and 
agitation of the fish preserves the sang-froid of the 
fisherman, answers demurely that " she knows what 
gentlemen are, and that no power on earth should 
induce her to accompany any man one step on his 
joumey through life, whatever his attractions might 
be or her own feelings (for women were very weak, 
you know), except as his wife." 

" As my wife of course ! " gasps the Captain, 
prepared to pay the highest price for indulgence of 
his whim, and meaning at the moment, honestly 
enough, what he proposes. 

Miss Draper having now got what she wants — a 
real offer from a real gentleman — considers she has 



^222 THE WHITE BÖSE. 

attained a sufficient social tritimph/ and prepares to 
back out of the position witli as Httle offence as pos- 
sible to the self-love of her admirer. 

" It miglit have been once," slie says, shakuig 
lier head^ and shooting a look at him from nndc^ 
her eyelashes, of which she has often calcnlated tho 
exact power at the same ränge— "it can never be 
now; at least, it would have to be a long whäe 
first. I won't talk about my own feelings '' (Miss 
Draper always lets her lovers down very easy), 
" and I'm sure I'll try to spare yonrs. Good-bye, 
Captain ! I shall often think of you ; and you and 
I will always be the best of friends, won't we ? '* 

" Always ! '' exclaims the Captain ; and seizing 

her hand, presses it to his Ups. 

* * * * 

At this stage of her reflections the waning fire, on 
which she gazes, falls in with a crash ; but it fails 
to disturb the invalid; neither is it that sudden noise 
which canses Miss Draper to start as if she was 
stnng; and tum to the bed with her eyes füll of tears, 
murmuring— 

"I coiddn't, I couldn't, my darling! and you 
lying there! Oh, spare him! spare him! If he 
would only get well — ^if he would only get well ! '* 
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Then slie makes up the fire cautiously^ so as not 
to wake him, wondering with a shiver if he will 
ever wake agaln, and goes down on her knees by the 
armchair, biuying her face in her hands. 

Not for long, though. Already the grey dawn is 
stealing through the half-closed shutters ; already 
the day has come which the doctor more than hinted 
would deeide his fate. Hark ! what is that ? A 
strain of music, bome on the chill morning breeze 
even to the watcher's ears. She frowns impatiently, 
and moving swiftly to the window, closes the shutters 
with a careM band. 

" Beasts ! they might wake him ! '' she mutters 
below her breath. 

Alas ! poor Captain Hughes ! Not a twinge of 
regret does she acknowledge for your departure ; 
not a thought does she waste on yourself and your 
brother officers. Not a moment does she linger to 
listen to its band, though the depöt of the 250th 
Begiment is marching off for good-and-all to the 
tune of " The Girls we leaye behind us ! ** 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

FOR BBTTER. 

" Happy," saya the proverb, " is the wedding that 
the flun shineB on." Thia ie probably aa true as 
most other prorerbs. No doubt the sirn shone 
biight over the park and grounds at Oakover on 
the moming which was to see John Vandeleur for 
the secoud time a bridegroom. ETer3i;hing, including 
the old houfiekeeper fifty yeare in the family, smiled 
auspiciously on the event. The lawns had been fresh 
mown, the gravel rolled emooth, the very flowere in 
the garden seemed to have summoned the brightest 
autunm tints they could affoid, to do honour to the 
occasion. The aervants of couree were in new and 
gorgeous attire, the men rejoicing in a period of 
irregidar werk and uulimited beer, the women 
jubilant in that savage glee with which our natural 
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enemies celebrate every fresh victory gained over 
constituted authority. Tlieir very ribbons, dazzling 
and bran-new, quivered with a triumph ahnost hys- 
terical in its rapture ; and from the bousekeeper 
before mentioned, sixty years of age and weighing 
sixteen stone, to the under-scullery-maid, not yet 
confirmed, one might bave supposed them about to 
be married to the men of their choiee on the spot, 
one and all. 

Stock jokes, good wishes, hopeful forebodings, 
were rife in the household ; and John Vandeleur, 
shaving in his dressing-room, looked from his own 
wom face in the glass^ to the keen edge of his razor, 
with a grim, nnearthly snule. 

" Would it not be better/' he muttered — " better 
both for her and for me ? What right have I to 
expect that this venture should succeed when all 
the others failed ? And yet — ^I don't think I ever 
cared for any of them as I do for this girl — except 
perhaps Margaret — ^poor, gentle, loving Margaret! 
and I had to lay her in her grave ! No, I could 
not stand such another * facer ' as that. If I thought 
I must go through'such a day's work again, I'd get 
out of it all — now, this moment, with a tum of the 
wrist and a minute^s choke, like a fellow gargling 
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for a sore tliroat ! How surprised tliey^d all be ! 
That ass of a valet of xnine, I'll lay two to one he'd 
atrop my razor before he gave the alarm. And 
those pretty bridesmaids, with their turquoise lockets ! 
And old Welby — gentlemanlike old fellow, Welby ! 
It wouldn't astonish bim so mucb : be was one of us 
once. And poor Norab ! Sbe'd get over it, tbougb, 
and marry Gerard Ainslie after all. If ot if I know 
it ! No, no, my boy ! I'm not going to throw the 
game into your bands like tbat ! If I was but 
fifteen years younger, or even ten, I'd bold my 
own witb any of you ! Ab, tbere was a time wben 
Jobn Vandeleur oould run most of ybu at even 
weigbts for tbe Ladies' Plate ; and now, I don't 
believe sbe half cares for me ! Wbile I — ablast me 
for an old fool ! — ^I love tbe very gloves sbe wears ! 
Tbere's one of tbem in tbat drawer now ! Sbe 
migbt do wbat sbe liked witb me. I could be a 
better man witb ber — I know IVe got it in me. 
How bappy we migbt be togetber ! Haven't I every- 
tbing in tbe world women like to possess ? And 
wbat sort of a nse bave I made of my advantages ? 
I've bad a deal of fun, to be sure ; but bang me if 
I'd do tbe same again ! I sbould like to tum over 
a new leaf on my weddiog-moming. Some fellows 
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would go down on their knees and pray. I wish 
Iconld!" 

Why didn't he ? why couldn't he ? It would 
have been his only chance^ and he let it slip. He 
finished dressing instead, and went down-stairs to 
inspect the preparations for his bride's welcome when 
she came home. Except when he swore at the 
groom of the Chambers about some flower-yases, 
the servants thought he was in high good-humour ; 
and the upper-hoosemaid — a tall person of experi- 
ence^ who had refused several offers — considered him 
not a day too old for a bridegroom. 

The wedding was to take place at Marston, and 
the breakfast to be given in the Rectory by the 
bride's father, who was to officiate at the altar, and 
offer up his daughter like a second Agamemnon : the 
simile was his own. Afterwards the happy couple 
were to proceed at once to Oakover, there to spend 
their honejonoon and remain during the winter. 
This last was an arrangement of Yandeleur's, who, 
having been married before, was aKve to the dis- 
comfort of a Continental trip for two people whose 
acquaintance is, afiier all, none of the most intimate, 
and to whom the privacy and comfort of a home seem 
almost indispensable. He had eamed his ezperience. 
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and detennined to profit by it. This, you wiU observe, 
young ladies, is one of the advantages of marrying a 
widower. 

It is needless to relate that at the wedding-break- 
fast were congregated the smartest and best-dressed 
people of the neighbourhood. Even those who had 
hitherto disapproved of bis goings-on, and kept aloof 
from bis society, were too glad to welcome a man 
of Mr. Vandeleur's acres and pösition back into tbe 
fold of respectability. Tbere is joy even on earth 
over a repentant sinner, provided tbat be leaves ofF 
bacbelor-ways, opens bis bouse, gives solemn dinners, 
and breaks out witb an oecasional ball ! 

Lady Baker was triumpbant. " Sbe bad always 
said tbere was a deal of good in Vandeleur, tbat 
only wanted bringing out. Wild oats, my dear ! 
Well, yoimg men will sow tbem plentifully, you 
know ; and neitber N ewmarket nor Paris are wbat 
you can call good scbools. Poor Sir Pbilip always 
said so, and be was a tborougb man of tbe world — a 
tborougb man of tbe world, my dear ; and liked Mr. 
Vandeleur, wbat be knew of bim, very mucb. To be 
sure tbey never met but twice. Ab ! tbere was 
twenty years' difference between bim and me, and I 
daresay tbere's more between tbis couple. Well, I 
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always think a wife should be younger than her hus- 
band. And she's sweetly pretty, isn't she, Jane ? 
Though I can't say I like the shape of her wreath, 
and I never saw anybody look so deadly pale in my 
life." 

Thus Lady Baker to her next neighbour at thc 
wedding-breakfast, Miss Tregiinter, looking very 
fresh and wholesome in white and blue, with the 
sweetest turquoise-locket (Mr. Vandeleur had eight 
of them made for the eight bridesmaids) that ever 
rose and feil on the soft bosom of one of thesö 
pretty officials unattached. Miss Tregunter, know- 
ing she is in her best looks, has but one regret, that 
öhe is not dressed in pink, for she sits next to Dolly 
Egremont. 

This young gentleman is in the highest possible 
State of health and spirits. He has been up for his 
examination, and failed to pass ; which, however, does 
not in the least affeet his peace of mind, as he enter- 
tains no intention of trying again. He and Burton, 
who has been more fortunate, and is about to be 
gazetted to a commission in the Household Troops at 
onee, have come to pay their old tutor a visit expressly 
for the wedding. They consider themselves gentle- 
men-at-large now, and finished men of the world. 
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Carrying out this idea, they assume an air of proprie- 
torship in their relations with the yoiing ladies of the 
party, which, though inexpressibly offensive to its 
male portion, is tolerated with considerable forbear- 
ance, and even approval, by the fairer guests, espe- 
cially the bridesmaids. Thait distinguished body 
bas bebaved witb the greatest steadiness at chnrcb^ 
eaming unquaKfied approval from tbe most competent 
judges, such a^ clerk and sexton, by its fixed atten- 
tion to the Marriage Service, no less than from the 
fascinating uniformity of its appearance and the 
perfection of its drill. It is now, to a certain extent, 
broken up and scattered about ; for its duties as 
a disciplined force are nearly over, and each of 
its rank-and-file relapses naturally into her normal 
State of private warfare and individual aggression 
on the common enemy. 

Miss Tregunter, placed between Dolly Egremont 
and Dandy Burton, with white soup in her plate 
and Champagne in her glass, is a fair specimen of 
the rest. 

" Isn*t she lovely P " whispers this young lady^ 
as in duty bound, glancing at the bride, and arrang- 
ing her napkin carefully over her blue and white 
draperies. 
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Dolly steals a look at Korah^ aittlng pale and 
stately at the cross-table between her father and her 
husband. He cannot Help tbinking of Gerard'8 
favourite song^ and tbat reminds bim of Gerard. 
A twinge takes bis bonest beart, wbile be reflects 
tbat be would not like to see Miss Tregunter in a 
wreatb of orange-blossoms sitting by anybody but 
bimself ; and tbat perbaps poor Ainslie would be 
very unbappy if be were bere. But tbis is no time 
for sadness. Glasses are jingHng, plates clattering, 
servants burrying about^ and tongues wagging witb 
tbat enforced merriment wbicb is so obvious at all 
entertainments of a like nature. "We gild our wed- 
ding-feasts witb splendour, we smotber tbem in 
flowers, and swamp tbem in wine; yet, somebow, 
tbougb tbe BeatbVbead is necessarily a guest at all 
our banquets^ we are never so conscious of bis pre- 
sence as on tbese special occasicms of festiyity and 
rejoieing. 

"Wants a.little more colour to be perfection," 
answers eunning Dolly, witb a glance into bis oom- 
panion's rosy face. " I don't admire your sickly beau- 
ties — ' Quencbed in tbe cbaste beams of tbe watery 
moon ; Wbitewasb I never condescend to spoon.* 
Ain't I romantic, Miss Tregunter, and poetical ? " 
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*' Ain't you a goose ! " answers the bridesmaid, 
laughing. " And I don't beKeve you know wbat you 
do admire ! *' 

" I admire blue and white, with a turquoise locket/' 
interposes Dandy Burton from the other side. He 
too entertains a vague and undefined penchant for 
Miss Tregunter, who is an heiress. 

"Well, you're in luck ! " answers the young lady, 
" for you've eight of us to stare at. Hush ! Mr. 
Welby's going to speak. I hope he won't break down." 

Then there is a great deal of knocking of knife- 
handles on the table, and murmurs of *' Hear, hear ; *' 
while all the faces turn with ono movement, as if 
pulled by a string, towards Mr. Welby, who is 
Standing up, almost as pale as his daughter, and 
whose thin hands tremble so that he can scarcely 
steady them against the fork with which he is seor- 
ing marks on the white cloth. 

He ealls on his guests to fiU their glasses. The 
gentlemen help the ladies, with a good deal of sim- 
pering on both sides. A coachman acting footman 
breaks a trifle-dish, and Stands aghast at his own 
awkwardness. But, notwithstanding this diversion, 
everybody's attention is again fastened on poor Mr. 
Welby, who shakes more and more. 
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" I have a toast to propose/' he says ; and every- 
body repeats, " Hear ! hear l" " A toast you will 
all drink heartily, I am sure. There are some sub- 
jects on wbicli the dullest man cannot help being 
eloquent. Some on whicb the most eloquent mußt 
break down. I ought not to be afraid of my own 
voiee. I have heard it onee a week for a good 
many years; but now I cannot say half I mean, 
and I feel you will expeet no long sermon from 
me to-day. I have just confided to my oldest friend 
the earthly happiness of my oiily child. You all 
know him, and I need not enlarge upon his popu- 
larity, his talents, his social successes, and his worth. 
Why should I teil you my opinion of him ? Have 
I not an hour ago, in the discharge of my sacred 
office as a priest^ and with such blessings as only a 
father's heart ean call down, given him the very 
apple of mine eye, the very light of my lonely 
home ? May she be as precious to him as she has 
been to me ! " Here Mr. Welby's own voice became 
very hoarse ; and noses were blown at intervals, 
down each side of the table. *'0f her? What 
shall I say of her P " His accents were low and 
broken now, while he only got each sentence out 
with difficulty, bit by bit. " Why, — that if she 
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proves bat half as good a wife to him — as she ha» 
been — a daughter to me — ^he may thank God every 
night and moming from a füll heart, for the happi- 
ness of his lot. I call upon you to drink the healths 
of Mr. and Mrs. Vandeleur ! " 

How all the guests nodded and drank and cheered 
tili the very blossoms shook on the wedding-eake, 
and their voiees failed ! Only DoUy forgot to nod 
or drink or cheer, so eagerly was his attention fixed 
upon the bride. 

Brave Norah never looked at her father^ never 
looked at her husband, never looked up from her 
plate, nor moved a mnscle of her countenance, but 
sat still and solemn and grave, like a beautiM statue. 
Only when the speaker's feelings got the better 
of him large tears welled up slowly, slowly, into 
her eyes, and dropped one by one on the bouquet 
that lay in her lap. Dolly could have eried too, 
for that silent^ sad, unearthly quietude seemed to 
him more piteous^ more touching, than any amount 
of flurry and tears and hysterical laughter and 
natural agitation. 

In talking it over aflerwards, people only pro- 
tested "how bef^ütifully Mr. Vandeleur had be- 
haved ! " And no doubt that accomplished gentleman 
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Said and did exactly the right thing at the moment 
and under the circumstances. A fdon in the dock 
is hardly in a more false position than a bride- 
groom at his own wedding breakfast. He feels, 
indeed^ very mueh as if he had stolen something, and 
eyerybody knew he was the thief. I appeal to all 
those who have experienced the trial, whether it does 
not demand an extreme of tact and courage to ayoid 
masking the prostration and despondency under 
which a man cannot but labour in such a predica- 
ment^ by an ill-timed flippancy which everybody in 
the room feels to be impertinence of the worst 
possible taste. 

Mr. Vandeleur, though he never liked to look a 
Single individual in the face^ had no shyness on an 
occasion like the present. He was well dressed, well 
got*up, in good spirits^ and feit that he had gained 
at least ten years on old Time to-day. He glanced 
proudly down on his bride, kindly and respectfuUy 
at her father, pleasantly roimd on the assembled 
guests ; touched frankly and cordially on the good 
will these displayed ; alluded feelingly to Mr. 
Welby^s a£fection for his daughter; neither said 
too much nor too little about his own sentiments ; 
humbly hoped he might prove worthy of the bless- 
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ing he should strive hard to deserve; and ended 
by calling on Dandy Burton, as the youngest man 
present — or, at all events, the one with the smartest 
neekcloth — to propose the health of the brides- 
maids. 

It was a good speech, — everybody said so ; good 
feeling, good taste, neither too grave nor too gay. 
Everybody except Burton, who found himself in an 
imexpected fix, from which there eould be no escape. 
The Dandy was not shy, bnt for the space of at least 
five minutes he wished himself a hundred miles oif. 
Neither did Miss Tregunter help him in the least. 
On the contrary, she looked np at him when he rose, 
with a Comic amazement, and unfeeling derision in 
her rosy face, which it was well calculated to ex- 
press, but which confused him worso and worse. 

So he fijQgered his glass, and shifted from ono 
leg to the other, and hemmed and hawed, and at 
last got out his desire " to propose the health of the 
bridesmaids — whose dresses had been the admira- 
tion of the beholders ; who, one and all, were only 
second in beauty to the bride ; and who had per- 
formed their part so well. He was quite sure he 
expressed the feelings of every one present in hoping 
to see them act equally creditably at no distant 
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date on a similar occasion ; *' and so sat down in a 
State of intense confusion, nnder the scowls of the 
young ladies, the good-natured silence of tlie gentle- 
men, and an audible wliisper from Miss Tregunter, 
that " she never heard a^ybody make such a mess 
of anything in her lifo ! " 

Somebody must return thanks forthe bridesmaids; 
and a whisper creeping round the tables soon rose 
to a shout of " Mr. Egremont ! Mr. Egremont 1 
Go it, Dolly ! Speak up ! It*s all in your line ! 
No quotations ! " It brought Dolly to his legs ; and 
he endeavoured to respond with the amount of 
merriment and facetiousness required. But no ; it 
would not come. That pale face with the slowly- 
dropping tears still haunted him; and whilst he 
coidd fix his thoughts on nothing eise, he dared 
not look again in the direction of the bride. He 
blundered, indeed, through a few of the usual empty 
phrases and vapid compliments. He identified him- 
self with the bündle of beauty for which he spoke ; 
he only regretted not being a bridesmaid. because 
if he were, he could never possibly be a bridegroom. 
He lamented, like a hypocrite, as Miss Tregunter 
well knew, the difficidty of choosing from so dazzling 
an assemblage, and concluded by thanking Burton, 
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in the nome of the yoting ladies he represented, for 
his good wishes on future occasions of a süxiilar 
nature, but suggested that perhaps if they came to 
the altar " one at a time, it would last the longer, 
and might prove a more interesting ceremony to 
each." 

Still Dolly^s heart was heavy; and misgivings 
of evil, such as he had never entertained before, 
clouded his genial hunxour, and almost brought the 
tears to his eyes. Even when the " happy couple " 
drove off, and he threw an old shoe for luek after 
their carriage, something seemed to check his out- 
stretched arm, something seemed to whisper in his 
ear, that for all the bright siinshine and the smiling 
sky a dark cloud lowered over the pale proud head 
of the beautifiil bride ; and that for ITorah Vande- 
leur ancient customs, kindly superstitions, and good 
wishes, were all in vain. 




CHAPTEE XIX. 



Mr. "Bs-Vyf wsb a kind-heartod fellow. To their 
credit be it Bpoken, actors and actreeees, althongh so 
familiär witt fictitioiiB sorrow and exoitement, ara 
of all people the moEit aeneitiye to cases of real 
distress. Mtary a moming liad Mr. Bruff waited 
anxiouBly for Mrs. Briggs, to liear her report of the 
yotrng officer's health ; and at last, when that worthy 
woman informed him, with a radiant &ce, tliat the 
patientwas vhat she called "on the tum," he ahook 
both her hands ^th such vehemence that she feit 
persuaded she had made a conqnest, and hegan to 
reflect on the prudence of marrying agaiu, being 
well-to-do in the worid, and not mach paat fifty 
yeara of age. She had, howeTer, many other matters 
on her mind just at present. From the time Gerard 
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recovered consciousness, Fanny was never in his 
room except wliile he slept, thougli she continually 
pervaded the passage, poor girl, with a pale face, 
and eager, anxious eyes. On Mrs. Briggs, therefore, 
devolved the nursing of the invalid; a duty she 
nndertook with extreme good-will and that energy 
which seldom deserts a woman who is continually 
cleaning her own house, and "tidying up/' both 
above-stairs and below. 

She wished, though, she had put on a smarter cap, 
when Mr. Bruff tapped at the door, to present his 
compliments, with kind inquiries, good wishes, and 
yesterday's paper — ^not very clean, and tainted by 
tobacco-smoke, but calculated, nevertheless, to en- 
liven the leisure of an invalid in an armchair. 

Gerard was this morning out of bed for the fir&t 
time. Mrs. Briggs had got him up ; had washed, 
dressed, and would even havo shaved him, but that 
the young chin could well dispense with such atten- 
tion. No contrast could be much greater than that 
of the wan, delicate, emaciated invalid by the fire, 
and the Square, black-browed, rough-looking, red- 
nosed sympathiser in the passage. 

Mrs. Briggs, with her sleeves tucked up, and 
apron girded round her waist, kejpt the door ajar. 
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and so held converse with the visitor, while slic 
would not permit him to come in. "To-morrow, 
Mr. Bruff," said ehe, graciously, " or the day after, 
according as the doctor thinks well. You've a good 
heart of your own, though you don't look it ! And 
he thanks you kindly, does my poor young gentle- 
man, for he's dozing beautiful now, and so do I ; " 
slamming the door thereafter in his face, and retnm- 
ing with the newspaper to her charge. " And you 
may thank heaven on your knees, my dear/' con- 
tinued the landlady, who liked to improve an occa- 
sion, and was never averse to hear herseif talk, " as 
you're sitting alive and upright in that there ch^ 
this blessed day. You may thank heaven, and the 
young woman upstairs, as was with you when they 
brought you in, and never left you, my dear, day 
and night, tili you took your turn, no more nor if 
she'd been your sister or your sweetheart ! " 

" What ! I've been very bad, have I ? " asked 
Gerard, still a good deal confused, and conscious 
chiefly of great weakness and a languor not whoUy 
unpleasant. 

'* Bad ! " echoed Mrs. Briggs. " It's death's-door 
as you've been nigh, my dear, to the very scraper. 
And when we'd all lost heart, and even Doctor 
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Driver looked as black as nigHt, and shook his head 
solemn, it was only the young woman upstairs a& 
kep' US up, for we oan't spare him, says slie, an' we 
won't, as pale as death^ an' as fixed as fate. An' 
Doctor Driver says, says he, * If ever a yoimg gentle- 
man was kep' aUve by careful nursing, why, my 
dear, it was your own seif, tlirough this last ten days, 
an' that's the girl as done it ! ' " 

" Where is she ? " exelaimed Gerard, eagerly, 
and with a changing eolour, that showed how weak 
he was. "I've never thanked her. Can't I see 
herbat onoe P What a brüte she must think me ! '* 

" Patience, my dear," said motherly Mrs. Briggs. 
" It isn't likely as the young woman would come 
in now you're so much better, tili you was up and 
dressed. But if you'll promise to take your 
chicken-broth like a good young gentleman, why 
I daresay as the young woman will bring it up 
for you. And I must go and see about it now, this 
minute, for I dursn't trust H'Ann. So you take 
a look of your paper there, and keep your mind 
easy, my dear, for you're getting better nicely 
now, though it's good food and good nursing as 
you require, and good food and good nursing I'll 
take care as you get." 
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So Mrs. Briggs scuttled off to her own especial 
department below-stairs, pleased with the notion 
that a toucliiiig little romance was going on in her 
humble dwelling, fostered by the combined influences 
of convalescence, contignity, and chicken-broth. She 
feit favourably disposed towards her invalid, towards 
his nurse, towards Mr. Bruff, towards the world in 
general, — even towards the negligent and constantly 
erring H'Ann. 

Gerard, left alone, tried, of course, to walk across 
the room, and was surprised to find that he could 
not so much as stand without holding by the table. 
Even after so trifling an exertion he was glad to 
retum to his chair, and sank back to read his 
newspaper, with a sigh of extreme contentment and 
repose. 

Its columns seemed to recall at once that world 
which had so nearly slipped away. He skipped 
the leading artiele, indeed, but would probably 
have missed it had he been in high health, and 
proeeeded to those« lighter subjects which it re- 
quired little mental efibrt to master or comprehend. 
He read a couple of police reports and a divorce 
case ; leamed that a scientific gentleman had pro- 
pounded a new theory about aerolites; and tried 
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to realise a distressing accident (nine lives lost) 
on tlie Mersey. Then he rested a little, plunged 
into a more comfortable attitude, and tumed the 
sheet for a lock at the other side. 

There was half a column of births, deaths, and 
marriages, and he was languidly pitying Felix 
Bunney, Esq , of The Warren, whose lady had pro- 
duced twins, when, casting his eye a little Iower 
down, he read the following announcement : — " On 

the — instant, at Marston Rectory, shire, by the 

Reverend William Welby, father of the bride, 
Leonora, only daughter of the above, to John Van- 
deleur, Esq., of Oakover, in the same county, and 

Square, London, S.W." His head swam. 

That was bodily weakness, of course ! But though 
the printed letters daneed np and down the paper, 
he made an effort, and read it over carefuUy, word 
by word, onee more. His first feeling, stränge to 
say, was of astonishment that he could bear the 
blow so well ; that he was not stunned, prostrated, 
driven mad outright ! Perhaps his very weakness 
was in his favour ; perhaps the extreme bodily lassi- 
tude to whieh he was reduced deprived him of the 
power to suffer intensely, and the poor bruised reed 
bent under a blast that would have crushed some 
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thriving Standard plant cruelly to the earth. He 
realised the whole scene of the wedding, though its 
figurcs wavered before his eyes like a dream. He 
coidd see the grave father and priest in his long, 
sweeping vesture ; the manly, eonfident face of Mr. 
Vandeleur, with its smile of triumph ; the bonny 
bridesmaids eireling round the altar; and Norah, 
pale, stately, beautiful, with that fatal wreath on her 
fair young brow, and her transparent veil floating 
like a mist about the glorious form that he had hoped 
against hope some day to make his own. Fool ! 
fool ! coidd he blame her ? What right had he to 
suppose she was to waste her youth and beauty on 
a chance, and wait years for him ? He ought to 
have known it. He ought to have expected it. 
But it was hard to bear. Hard, hard, to bear ! 
Partieularly now ! Then he leaned his head on the 
table, and wept freely — bitterly. Poor fellow ! he 
was weakened, you see, by illness, and not himself, 
or he would surely never have given way like this. 
After a while he rallied, for the lad did not want 
courage, and, weak as he was, smnmoned up pride 
to help him. I think it hurt him then more than 
at first. Presently he grew angry, as men often do 
when very sorrowful, and tumed fiercely against the 
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love he had 60 cheriahed for montliSy Towingdiat 
it was all feTerish foUy and illasioii, a boy^s malady, 
that miut be got over and done with befiDR Iie e&ters 
upon a man's work. He onght to have known the 
truth long ago. He had read of such ilunga in bis 
Orid^ in bis Lempriere, in TLackoray's biting pages, 
clandestinely devoiired at study-bonrs» baieath a 
volame of Wbewell's Dynamics^ or Gibtxm's Boman 
Empire. Varium et muiabile aeemed the y^dict 
alike of Latin love-poet and clafigical referee ; wbüe 
the English novelist, whoae sentiments so atrangely 
influence both yonng and old, spoke of the sub- 
ject with a grim pity, half in sorrow, half in anger, 
czcusing with quaint phraaes, and pathetic humoor, 
the inconstancy of her whose very nature it is to 
be £aflcinated by novelty and subject to the inflnenoe 
of change. 

" I suppose women are all 80 ! " concliided the 
invalid, with a sigh; and then he remembered 
Mother Briggs's aecount of his aeeidenty and bis 
illness ; of the nnrse that had tended bim so in- 
de&tigably and so derotedly; wondering who she 
was, and what she was, when he was Ukely to see 
her, whether she was pretty, and why she was 
there. 
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Notwithstanding all this, he began to read over 
the paragraph about the wedding once again, when 
there came a tap, and the bump of a tray against his 
door. The chicken-broth now made its appearance, 
flanked by long strips of toast, and bome by a 
eomely yonng woman quietly dressed, whom he 
recognised at once as his fonner fishing acquaint- 
ance^ Miss Draper of Ripley Mill. 

Faüny's beauty, always of the florid order, had 
not suffered from watching and anxiety. On the 
eontrary, it appeared more refined and delicate than 
of old ; nor, though she had been very pale in the 
passage^ was there any want of colour in her face 
while she set down the tray. Never in her lifo had 
she blushed So scarlet, nerer trembled and tumed 
away before from the face of man. 

He half rose, in natural courtesy, but his knees 
would not keep straight, and he was fain to sit down 
again. She came roimd behind him, and busied her- 
seif in settling the pillows of his chair. 

" Miss Draper," he began, trying to tum and look 
her in the face, "what must you think of me? 
Never to have recognised you! Never to have 
thanked you ! I only heard to-day of all your 
kindness ; and tili you came in this moment, I had 
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not found out who it was that nursed me. I miist 
have been very ill indeed not to know yow." 

Weak and faint as it came, it was the same voice 
that so won on her, that soft summer's day, when 
tho Mayfly was on Ripley-water. It was the same 
kindly, gentle, high-bred manner that aeted on the 
low-born woman like a eharm. 

" You have been very ill, sir," she mnrmured, still 
keeping behind him. "Ifou frightened us all for a 
day or two. It's heaven's merey you came through." 

He sighed. Was he thinking that for him it 
would have been more mereiful never to have 
recovered a consciousness that only made him 
vulnerable ? Better to have been carried down the 
lodging-house stairs in his cofl&n, than to walk out 
on his feet, with the knowledge that Norah Van- 
deleur was lost to him for ever ! But he could not 
be ungrateful, and his voice trembied with real feel- 
ing, while he said, " It is not only heaven's mercy, 
but your care, that has saved me. You must not 
think I don't feel it. It seems so absurd for a fellow 
not to be able to stand up. I — I can't say half as 
much as I should like." 

Still behind him, still careful that he should not 
see her face, though there were no blushes to hide 
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now. Indeed she had grown very pale again. Her 
voice, too, was none of tlie steadiest, wliile she 
assumed the nurse's authority once more, and bade 
him begin on bis chicken-brotb witbout delay. 

" I know it's good/' said sbe, " for I belped to 
mako it, Botb Mrs. Briggs and Doctor Driver say 
you must bare plenty of nonrisbnient. Hadn't you 
better eat it before it's eold ? '' 

Convalescence in early manbood means tbe bunger 
of tbe wolf. He obeyed at once ; and Fanny, fairly 
turning ber back on bim, looked steadfastly out of tbe 
window. 

I do not know wby tbere sbould be less romance 
in tbe eonsumption of cbicken-brotb by an Infantry 
ensign tban in tbe cutting of bread and butter by 
a Gennan maiden, witb blue eyes, flaxen bair, and 
well-developed form. It all depends upon tbe 
aecessories. I am not eure but tbat on reflection 
most of US would be foreed to admit tbat tbe ten- 
derest moments of our lives are connected in some 
manner witb tbe act of eating and drinking. Of 
all ways to tbe beart, tbe sbortest seems, perbaps, 
to be down tbe tbroat. In tbe bigber classes, wbat 
a deal of love-making is carried on at dinner parties, 
pic-nics, above all, ball-suppers. In tbe middle, 
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a suitor never feels that he is progressing satis- 
factorily tili he is asked to tea ; and in the lower, 
tilthough bread and cheese as well as bacon may 
prove non-eonductors, a good deal of business, no 
doubt, is done through the agency of beer ! " Venu» 
perishes," says the Latin proverb, " without the 
assistanee of Bacehns and Ceres." Nor, although 
I am far from disputing that love-fits may be eon- 
tracted so violent as to prove incurable even by 
starvation, have I any doubt that the disease is more 
fatal to a füll man than one feisting. In other words, 
that few admirers, if any, are so attentive, so plas- 
üc, so playfiil, altogether so agreeable, before break- 
&st as afker dinner. 

Grerard finished every crumb of his toast and every 
drop of his chicken-broih undistnrbed. The avidity 
with which he ate was in itself the best possible 
omen of retuming health and strength; and yet 
Fanny still looked out at window, on the dull de- 
serted street. Even the tinkling of his spoon in 
the empty basin did not serve to arrest her atten- 
tion, and he would have gone and shaken her by the 
band, to thank her onee more for her kindness, but 
that he knew he could not walk those three paces to 
save his lifo. 
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His pocket-handkerchief was on the diimney- 
piece ; he wanted it, and could not reach it. No- 
thing was more natural than that he should ask 
his nurse to hand it him, neither was it possible for 
her to refuse compKance ; but as their fingers met, 
although she tried hard to keep her £ace averted, he 
could not but see that the tears were Streaming 
down her cheeks — ^tears, as his own heart told him, 
of joy and thanksgiving for his safety — tears of pity 
and affection — and of love. 

He clasped the hand that touched his own, and 
drew her towards him. " Miss Draper — ^Fanny ! " 
said he, never a word more, and she flung herseif 
down on her knees, and buried her face on his arm, 
bursting out sobbing as if her heart would break ; 
and then he knew it all — all ; — -the whole sad story 
from the beginning of their aequaintance — ^the 
ill-matched, ül-conceived attachment out of which * 
happiness could never come! He pitied her, he 
soothed her, he stroked her glossy hair, he bent his 
own face down to hers. 

"I love you ! I love you ! " she sobbed out wildly. 
"I loved you from the first — the day we walked 
together by Ripley-water. I can't help it. It's 
too late now. If you had died, I should have died 
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too. If you go away and leave me, I'll break my 
heart. Oh ! if I was a lady ! If only I was a lady ! 
Whv 8houldn't I be ? '' 

He was weakened by illness. He was alone in 
tbe World now. His heart, all sore and quivering, 
was painfuUy sensitive to the touch of consolation 
and affection. What wonder if he suflPered his wiser 
natiire to be overbome ; what wonder if he accepted 
all that was so lavishly poured out at his feet, 
and shutting his eyes wilfuUy to consequences, pro- 
mised Fanny Draper that she should be " a lady " 
as soon as ever he was strong enough to stand up and 
say " amen '* in a church? 

Mr. Bruff, conld he have obtained admittance, 
might have taken a very pretty lesson in stage love-. 
making during the next half-hour. Gerard Ainslie, 
lending himself willingly to that which he knew all 
•the time was an illnsion, vowed to his own heart 
that he was acting nobly, honourably, chivalrously, 
aceording to the dietates of gratitude, and as in 
duty bound ; while Fanny Draper, in love for the 
first time in her life, feit she had gained everything 
hitherto desired by her ill-regulated fancy, and was 
ready, nay, willing, to take the consequences of her 
venture, be they what they might. 
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CHÄPTER XX. 



THE HONEyMOOM. 



TuBRE was a pretty little room at Oakover, opening 
by a Frencli window into a sheltered flower-garden, 
which Mra. Tandeleur had voted from the very first 
eepecially adapted for a bre^dast-parlour. Ite 
bright paper, pretty funiiture, choice engraviugs, 
aad, above all, abundance of ligbt, adbrded ttvery 
encouragement to that cheerfulness of mood and 
feelinge with wbich it is advieable to begin the day. 
It must have been an obstinate fit of ill>liumour 
to reaist all these accesaories, assisted by a glimpse of 
sunsbine, a well-served breakfaet, and a comfortable 
fire. 

Into this pleasant apartment stepped Mr. Van- 
deleur about ten o'clock in tbe moming towarde 
tbe conclusion of that sequestered period t^rmed 
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conventionally hiß honeymoon, but ooq. the bride- 
groom's wom face sat an expression of restlessness 
and discontent in keeping neither witb time nor 
place. He walked up to tlie fire, seized the poker, 
gave a savage dig at the coals, and rang the bell 
with a short, stern jerk that brought the smoothest 
and politest of servants to the door in less than 
thirty seconds. They were all a good deal afraid 
of him below-stairs, and it is needless to say 
nobody was better waited on than the master of 
Oakover. 

"Has Mrs. Vandeleur been'down?" said he, 
glancing impatiently at the unused breakfest-service. 

"I think not, sir," answered the domestic re- 
spectfully, " but Miss Glancer's just come from her 
room, and I'll inquire.'' 

"Teil her to go up again and let her mistresa 
know breakfast is ready,'' said his master stemly, 
and walked off to the window muttering, not so low 
but that the servant overheard — 

" Not down yet ! She never is down when I am! 
To be sure, Glancer's the worst maid in Europe. I 
can see that with half an eye. And a saucy, trouble- 
some jade into the bargain. Margaret always used 
to breakfast with me. But this one-^this one! 
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I wonder whether IVe been a cursed fool ? Some- 
times I think I liave ! '^ 

Then Mr. Vandeleur, taking no notice of hx& 
breakfast, nor the unopened letters piled beside 
bis plate^ wbistled, sbook bis bead, tbrust bis bands 
into bis pockets, and looked out at window. 

It was late autumn, ahnest early winter, and a 
coating of boar-frost still lay crisp and wbite wbere 
tbe lawn was sbeltered by an angle of tbe building 
from tbe sun. Sueb flowers asbad not been remored 
were sadly blackened by tbe cold ; wbile, tbougb 
tbe tan and nisset bues of tbe waning year still 
clotbed tbeir lower branebes, tbe topmost twigs of 
tbe trees cut bare and leaäess against tbe deep, 
blue, dazzling sky. Tbe seene witbout was brigbt^ 
clear, and beautifid ; but cbilling, bard, and cbeer- 
lesSy all tbe same. 

Perbaps it was tbe more in keeping witb certain 
reflections of tbe proprietor witbin. For five 
minutes be stood motionless^ looking steadfastly 
at a presumptuous robin smirking and sidling and 
pnining itself on tbe gravel-walk. 

In tbat five minutes bow many by-gone scenes did 
be conjure up ! How many years, bow mueb of an 
ill-spent lifetime^ did be travel back into tbe past ! 
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London, in the heyday of youth, and health, and 
hope. Fashion, position, popularity, smiles of 
beauty, smiles of fortune, social and material success 
of every kind. Paris, in tlie prime of manhood, 
when the gilt was perhaps a little off the ginger- 
bread, but the food tasted luseious and satisfying 
still. More smiles, more beauty ; the smiles franker, 
broader, sprightlier ; the beauty less retiring, less 
difficult to please. Then England once more, with 
its field-sports, its climate, its comforts, its con- 
venienees ; the boon companions, the jovial gather- 
ings, the liberty, even the license of a bachelor . in 
a country home. After that, marriage. Spirits 
still buoyant, health still nnbroken, and the dear 
fragile, devoted, tender wife, of whom, even now, 
here waiting for his bride to breakfast with him, he 
could not think ^vithout a gnawing pain about his 
heart ! 

His bride! The one woman of his whole lifo 
whom he had most desired to win. Jfot to please 
his fancy, as he knew too well ; not to minister to 
his vanity; but — and he smiled to think he was 
using the language of idiotic romance and drawing- 
room poetry, of unfledged boys and boarding-school 
girls — ^to satisfy his longing to be loved. He, the 
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used-up, wom-out, grizzled old reprobate ! What 
business had he, as he asked himself, grinning and 
clenching his hands, what business had he with 
hopes and fancies like these P After such a life 
as his, was he to be rewarded at last by the true 
affection of a pure and spotless woman ? If there 
was such a thing as retribution in this world, what 
had he a right to expect ? Dared he teil her a 
tenth, a hundredth of his follies, his iniquities, his 
crimes? Could he look into those guileless eyes, 
and not blush with very shame at his own memories? 
Could he rest his head on that white sinless breast, 
and not quiver with remorse, self-scom, and self- 
reproach? Still, if she did but love him, if she 
could but ' love him, he feit there was a chance for 
repentance and amendment ; he feit there was hope 
even for him. 

If she could but love him. Alas ! he was begin- 
ning to fear she had not leamed to love him yet. 

A quiet step in the passage, the rustle of a dress, 
and Norah entered the room. Norah, looking twice 
as beautiful as on the wedding moming, though 
still far too pale and grave and stately for a bride. 
Her deep eyes had always something of melancholy 
in them, but they were deeper and darker tban 

VOL. I. s 
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ever of late ; wliile on the chiseled features of the 
fair, proud face, for months had been settling an 
expression of repressed feeling and enforced com- 
posure, that caused it to look tranquil, reserved, and 
matronly beyond its years. 

She was beautifully dressed, though in somewbat 
sober colours for a bride, and as Vandeleur tumed 
round on her entrance, bis eyes could not but be 
pleased with the folds of falling drapery that marked 
while they enhanced the faultless outline of her 
shape. 

She passed his letters with scarcely a glance, 
though the uppermost of the pile was addressed in 
a band, feeble, delicate, scrawling, not to be mis- 
taken for a man's. Few wives so lately married 
but would have betrayed some curiosity as tQ the 
correspondent. Norah saw nothing, it would seem, 
and suspected nothing, for she sat down before the 
um without a word, and proeeeded to make tea in 
a somewhat listless manner, now becoming habitual. 

" You're late, my dear," said Vandeleur, seating 
himself, too, and proeeeding to open his letters. 

" Atti 1?" she replied, absently. " I'm afraid 
I'm very lazy. And I don't sleep so well as I 
used.*' 
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It was true enough. I suppose nobody does 
sleep well who is haunted by a sense of having 
acted unfairly towards two other people, and having 
lost at the same time all the hopes once glowing 
so brightly in tbe future. Norah's slumbers were 
broken, no doubt, and tbougb 
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The name ehe dared not name by day " 



was never on her Ups in her waking hours, the 
phantom of its owner, with sad, reproachfnl eyes, 
paid her perhaps many an unwelcome visit in the 
visions of the night. 

She went on quietly with her breakfast, taking 
no more notice of her husband, tili a burst of 
repressed laughter caused her to look up astonished, 
and she observed him convulsed with a merriment 
peculiar to himself, that from some unexplained 
cause always impressed her with a sense of fear. 

Vandeleur had started slightly when he opened 
the topmost letter of his pile. He had not at fifst 
recognised the handwriting, so much had some dozen 
lessons and a few weeks' painstaking done for his 
correspondent, but the signatnre set all doubt at 
rest, while the matter of the epistle seemed to afford 
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food for oonsiderable mirth and approbation, denoted 
by sucli half-spoken expressions as the following : — 

"Clever girl ! " " How right I was ! " "I said 
slie would if she bad tbe cbance ! " " Wbat an 
inconceivable yoimg fool ! " "I know it ! I know 
it ! " " You deserve as mucb agam, and you sball 
bave it by retum of post ! " 

The letter was indeed explicit enougb. It ran as 
follows : — 

"HoNOURED Sie, — In accordance witb my pro- 
mise, I now take up my pen to apprise you tbat 
everytbing bas been arranged as I bave reason to 
believe you desired, and you will see by tbe sig- 
nature below tbat my eartbly bappiness is now 
assured and complete. Sir, it was but last week as 
I became tbe lawful wife of Mr. Ainslie, and I lose 
no time in acquainting you witb tbe same. I am 
indeed a bappy woman, tbougb you will not care 
to bear this — ^perhaps will not believe tbat I speak 
tbe trutb. As beaven is above me, I declare my 
Gerard is all and everytbing I can wisb. Sir, I 
would not cbange places witb any woman in tbe 
World. 

"He bas met witb a serious accident in a fall 
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from his horse, and been very bad, as you may have 
heard, but is doing well now, and with my nursing 
will soon be strong and hearty again. We are 
living in lodgings at the same address. Of course 
I have been put to considerable expense, particularly 
at first, but I am aware that I can safely trust your 
generous promise, and iulfilment of what you said 
you would do. 

" Mr. Vandeleur, — Sir, — ^Do not laugt at me ; I 
love my husband very dearly, and nothing shall 
ever come between us now. 

" Your dutiful and obliged 

" Fanny Ainslie." 

" Capital ! capital ! *' exclaimed Vandeleur when 
he reached the end. " 'Pon my soul, it's too absurd, 
too ludicrous ! What will the world come to next?" 

"Something seems to amuse you,'' observed 
Norah, quietly. " If it's no secret, suppose you 
teil it me — I feel this morning as if a laugh would 
do me good." 

" Secret ! my dear," repeated Vandeleur. " It 
won't be a secret long. Certainly not if newspapers 
and parish registers teil the truth. It would seem 
incredible, only I have it from the lady herself. 
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Sucli a lady ! I should think she couldn't spell her 
own name six weeks ago. Would you believe it, 
Norah ? That young fool, Gerard Ainslie, has been 
and married a girl you remember down here, called 
Fanny Draper. A bold tawdry girl who nsed to 
be always hanging about Ripley Mill. Here's ber 
letter ! You can read it if you like ! " 

He looked very hard at Norah while he gave it, 
but bis wife never moved an eyelash, taking it from 
bis band coldly and impenetrably as if it bad been 
an egg or a teaspoon. Witb tbe same fixed face 
and impassive manner sbe read it tbrougb from 
end to end, and returned it, observing only in a 
perfectly unmoved voice — 

" I believe she loves him. It is an unfortunate 
marriage, but I hope he will be happy." 

Mrs. Vandeleur appeared, however, less amused 
than her husband, nor do I think she took this 
opportunity of enjoying tbe laugh she thought 
would do her so much good on that cold frosty 
morning at Oakover. 

END OF VOL. 1. 
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